2 


| | 


Punch. November 20 i950 


lavish with Lavender... 


i 
| 
My 
That's the way to surround yourself with perpetual freshness. 
; = *, . And why not? Yardley Lavender is one of the pleasures of life my a 

| that every woman can afford every day. Accent its delicate 
presence by using Lavender Soap and Dusting Powder, too. 
YARDLEY 


LAVENDER’. 


LONDON: PARIS: NEW YORK 


| 

3 
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For generations housewives have been proud to 
say their shects, pillowcases and towels were 
made by HORROCKSES. The name commands 
respect in every woman's mind and shall ever 
stand for quality the world over. 


SHEETS PILLOWCASES TOWELS DRESS GOODS FURNISHINGS ETC. 


LAN-AIR-CEL—loveliest of all blankets 
—are available once more in a choice of 
delightful shades, with satin bindings 

to match. They are obtainable from all the 
best retail stores and are guaranteed 


for ten years. For their featherlight 


luxury and lasting lovesiness, 
LAN-AIR-CEL Blankets are used in the 
de-luxe cabins of the “Queen Mary”, 

the “ Queen Elizabeth” and the “Caronia”. 


LAN-AIR-CEL 


for fic Cont ond of) CELLULAR BLANKETS 


such high repute are now avail- 
able in greater variety. Write to 
us for the name of your nearest Madiytety 

Agent. * MOTOLUXE MOTOR RUGS AND FOOT Export enquiries should be addressed to the sole manufacturers: 


MUFES new obtainable for the home wede) CRAIGIE LTD., SHETTLESTON, GLASGOW, 
LEE BROTHERS (OVERWEAR) LTD., Queen St. Works, 54 Regine Street, | 
Londen, N.W.1 1648-—Established over 100 years—1950 
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n the winter of 1825 the year Clark: 
rst started, ladies kept their onk!es warm 
$ fur-trimmed skirt 


es weor Clort 


Eskimo boots 


The Occasion... 


calls for the right setting and the right 
setting for to-day's jewellery is Palladium 

Rarer than gold, with the radiant white 
colour of its sister metal platinum, 

Palladium is the ideal setting for your 


diamonds and precious stones, 


DIUM 


also for the engagement and wedding ring 


PLATINUM METALS DIVISION, 


The Mood Nickel Company Limited, Sunderland House, Curzon St., London W 1 
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THE MOST TREASURED NAME IN PERFUME... 
a 


Centres of 


INSIDE the crisp, sugary coating of New Berry Fruits 


is delicious fruit liqueur in six tantalising flavours. 
43 SOUTH AUDLEY STREET 
GROSVENOR SQUARE LONDON 
Telephones: GROsvenor 3962-3-4-5 
MELTIS LIMITED - BEDFORD AND LONDON Head Office BRIOGt WHARF MILLBANK $.W,t 


ON with THAT GOT THE very 
FROM YOUR TELEVISION 


The wonderful Terry Anglepoise lamp light on the work not in your eyes. ..a 


helps to make life more tolerable . . . it gentle, concentrated beam. In black or 
does what it's told, without fuss or cream-and-gold. At all electricians or 
argument . .. takes any one of a thousand stores. From £4.19.6 (including Purchase 
and one positions—and holds it. It puts the Tax. (Patented all countries.) 


Sole Makers: WERBERT TERRY & SONS LTD..REDDITCH, London, Manchester. Birmingham. 
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The preparation of a Marsh York Ham — so careful, 
so long in its perfect maturing -—is, as you will 
remember, quite the most appetising way of using 
the meat. From the moment that freedom is given to 


prepare them again, with all the old delicacy of 


flavour, the work will begin and you shall know once 


more a pre-war delight that has no equal 


i | must remember 


to buy some 
MVitie & Price 


Biscuits” 


Digestive 
Sweet Meal 
Biscuits by 
MCVITIE & PRICE 


Makers of Finest Quality Biscuits 


TO + LTOSDON + MANCHESTER 


Marsh & Gancer Led, Brieriey 
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THE SLEEP WALKER 


in empty bed with a crumpled sheet, 
She's walking again with naked feet; 

ifter spending hours in counting sheep, 
There's no health or rest in such sad sleep 


f may never happen to you. But let this flight of fancy 

remind you to do everything possible to ensure that 
your sleep ts always restful and untroubled. Your health 
and fitness demand it. 


Countless thousands of people who regularly drink a 
bedtime cup of * Ovaltine * are enjoying tranquil, refresh- 
ing sleep every night. * Ovaltine’ has special properties, 
including vitamins, which nourish and soothe nerves and 
body, help you to relax and foster sleep. This sound, 
peaceful sleep comes in a perfectly natural way, for 
* Ovaltine * is made only from the best of Nature's foods 


By reinforcing your strength and energy during sleep, 
‘ Ovaltine * enables you to awake in the morning feeling 
and looking your best. Try a cup of ‘ Ovaltine * tonight 
and note the difference 


Drin k delicious 


OVALTIN E 
The Worlds Best Nightcap 


Prices in Gt. Britain and N. Ireland 1/4, 2/4 and 4 - 
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Today's cooking marvel 
with its low fuel cost and 
comtinuous service. 
£101.46 
arthout terler 4. 6. 
or monthl, terms 


Write 


Literature from 
COOKER Company. 
Prop: Smith & Wellstood Lid. Batd 1854. 


Agent in Eire; Mr. D. A. Ba 
Street, Dublin 


Invest in the HOTPOINT 
Clothes Dryer and Airer! 


yuickly dries the family wash, undies 

and children’s garments. No longer 
does a rainy day mean a kitchen 
draped with steamy washing. With 
the Hotpoint Clothes Dryer the gar- 
ments are soon ready for ironing. 
It’s ideal for airing, too. The fabric 
cover is virtually a collapsible 
cabinet. The Appliance is extremely 
compact—folded down it occupies 
less than a foot square. Suitable for 
A.C, or D.C, mains. Guaranteed for 
12 months. 


Ask local electrical supplier for a 
8.0.0 PLUS P.T. €2.1.7 or wets for 


Appliances lend “SS to housework 


HOME LAUNDRY EQUIPMENT IRONS CLEANERS REFRIGERATORS KETTLES 
PERCOLATORS TOASTERS BONING RINGS FIRES WATER HEATERS 


The Hotpoint Electric Appliance Company Led., Crown Wouse, Aldwych, London, W.C.2 


of the extra food 
values that go into 

Hovis, you CAN 

make every meal 

a square meal-——not 

only satisfying but one- 
and-a-half times more nourishing. . . 


and thank Hovis 
for that 
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4-oven ESSE Fairy | | 
VonpERFUL COOKING 
mothers are proving how the 
AG Hotpoint Clothes Dryer and Airer 
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| Every meal j 
a square meal... 
Maconochies 
Gg On the strength 
lourfis 
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\ man capable of taking the English fleet 
into action, or cornering the wheat market 
in Chicago, or being a policeman in Cairo, 
would be reduced to a plaintive mass of 
self-pity by a day spent in a pair of shoes 
one of which had a rubbing heel. 

It is one of the blessings of Lotus shoes that 
they make friends with a man at once. 


LOTUS SHOES 


FOR ALL MEN AND MOST OCCASIONS 


with a material 
advantage . 
luxurious in 
texture... rich 
in variety . . 
economical 


Also ask to see 


‘ 


UTILITY UNDERWEAR 
$poRTS SHIRTS 
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i 
ee may be roused, but it ought to be 


concealed; irritation must occur, but it need not 
prevail; relations may be strained, but they must not 
be broken off. .. On such cecasions Sobranic 


‘Virginians’ can make two into one, put company 


at ease, and turn wrangle inte conference. There is 
in a Sobranie cigarette more than the mere 
satisfaction of a habit, there is a working 
philosophy of living — its virtue is in the 


evil it can send up in smoke. . . 


SOBRANIE 


But perhaps you are alone? Then a pipe, 
with Sobranie aglow in the bowl, will people 
your solitude. Pipe dreams are not necessarily 
idle dreams, and in the long slow smoke of Sobranic 
many a man has solved his problems and planned 


his success. As Sobranie cigarettes can make your 
world at one, so Sobranie pipe tobaccos can put 


you at one with the world, 


vin 
| 
xy 
| 
| 
0 
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“YOU COULDN'T HAVE 
CHOSEN A BETTER GIFT” 


And he means it too! Any man will be delighted 

to receive this Ever-Ready Streamline Razor Set. 

The Ever-Ready Razor is the simplest and finest 

made. A flick and its open for cleaning. Another 

flick and its ready to give the closest smoothest 
shave you’ve ever enjoyed. 


FOR THE FIRST TIME — 


With the Marvellous Ever-Ready ‘Blades 


MOTORING ! 
: | Here, in the ‘Zephyr-Six’ and ‘Consul’ are two 
e 1 | great cars that instantly create a new motoring 
classification. These are ‘Five-Star’ cars, the 
first of their kind. 


Perfection 
in protection 


The features of the Zephyr-Six' and the Consul" include: — 
REVOLUTIONARY O.H.V. ENGINES, 1,508 cc. 
4-cyl. in the Consul, 2,262 cc. in the Zephyr-Six. (‘ Over- 
Square” engine design for exceptional power and long life.) 
* ENTIRELY NEW TYPE INDEPENDENT FRONT- 
WHEEL SUSPENSION with built-in double-acting 
hydraulic shock absorbers. 


* HYDRAULICALLY-OPERATED BRAKES AND 
CLUTCH. 


* ALL-STEEL WELDED BODY 
CONSTRUCTION 


* CENTRE-SLUNG SEATING. 


Superlative Rainwear 
at sensible prices 
from most good outfitters 
Ay 
ROBERT x co. LTo., HAMMERAIN HOUSE, HAMMERTON STREET, BRADFORD | 
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: MOTORING IS ‘FIVE-STAR’ MOTORING — 
THE BEST AT LOWEST COST 
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cal Retailers of 


The Largest offre 


ROLLS-ROYCE 


re 
List of Used Cars 0" 


g BENTLEY 
quest 


Stock 


Showrooms: Hanover Square, London, W.1. MAY fair 7444. Berkeley Square, London, W.1 GROsvenor 6811 
Service Works: Lombard Road, Merton, S.W.19. LIBerty 7222 


aaa 


* Three Musketeers’: A well 
matched trio for masculine 
freshness, After Shave Lotion 
with Scalp Stimulant and 
Hairdressing ; Scalp Stimulant 
and ‘Tanbark’ Cologne; or 
Brilliantine and After Shave 

Powder. Price 


Other items in the 
Lentheric range for men 
After Shave Lotion 
‘Tenbark’ Cologne 8 4 
After Shove Powder 8 4 
Scelp Stumulent 
Horr dressing 
Lether Shaving Cream 


quiet, perfect grooming 


Pare 1? Old Bond Screet. London, New York 


) i 
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\ 
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\ 
\ 
WRovct 
SS 
\ 


Punch, November 20 1950 


_ there's nothing 


~ to touch it! 


cake, i 
form. Also cur, rubbed. 
per on. 
Original Mixture ... 6 
balanced blend of Virginia and 
Oriental Tobaccos per oz. 


YELLOW Scraight 
tobacco cut fromthe 
ands 


BROWN Ready-rubbed Navy 
ms finely shredded and toasted to 
rich dark brown 4/1}. per oz. 


You could be icebound in an igloo or simmering in the Sahara. You 
could be moist in a monsoon or dehydrated in the desert— and still fill 
your pipe with Four Square as fragrant and fresh as on the day it was 
blended! In the vacuum tin, there's nothing to touch Four Square’s famous 
freshness and flavour. It is in idtal smoking condition when packed —in 
ideal smoking condition when you open it, no matter where or when yo. 
buy it, how long you keep it, or how far it travels. The vacuum tin is 
perfect for the pocket, too; it keeps the tobacco in good shape as well as 
in good condition. From all good tobacconists—all six blends. 


FOUR SQUARE 


snd cut ines discs par on VACUUM PACKED TOBACCOS BY DOBIE OF PAISLEY 


Bon 
THE 
ios 
SIX OF THE BEST, sim! 
RED Original Matured Virginia, : 
GREEN Genuine Scottish Mix- 
Virginia and Oriental Tebeccos 
PURPLE A biend Empuere- 
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Pheasants dream 


they're armed as well 


but the motorist 


Ap 
only dreams of ‘SHELL 


~~ aid when the days of “ Pool petrol only are over 


Balanced 
Perfection 


One of 
the range 


life-long 


enc ils 


Centiemen,—you may 


Whether it be the end of a great 
banquet, or a comfortable satisfy- 
ing meal at home, the after-dinner 
smoke is the best of the whole day. 
Chaiman not only brings joy to 
the smoker; the mellow fragrance 

§ ot this fine old Mixture is equally 

This firm - standing Moccasin ‘ 4 = rene pleasing to others—a_ tobacco 

Shoe with special steel golf studs; 
the choice of the serious golfer 
upper, soundly constructed to 


the Moccasin standard, it's a shoe 


to ask for at your Moccasin shop ; i Tobacco 


available in 
Det ray 

Rolle d Gold, 
Si ilve & 


The 250" hugh 
VERTICAL FEATURE 
19s! 


VELDTSCHOEN 


Boardman's, mila; Recorder, full. 
FOR GOLF OR THE COUNTRY amy difhcwity obtormimg, write to 
Charman Sales 24 Heiborn, 

Write for booklet af styles to Moccaun Shoemaker: Ltd Lonaon, 


Northampton 


PROPELTING PEN 


> 
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will find once more that you can be sure of Sheil 
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\ Silver. 
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From the Antarctic to Ascot, Dexters have made eee 
a distinguished name for themselves ; they have met 


Shackleton’s demands for endurance and Society's 
demands for style. Simply slip on one of our weather- November calls feu DPDIMNM’S No.1 
proofs and you will understand at once why Dexter is 
so famous a name and wearing a Dexter so practical s The Romans wanted to call this month after Tiberius. Just 
pleasure. why he refused, so that we have another mis-named month (November 
As British as the weather — but reliable. means Ninth) is something about which you probably find yourself 
in a bit of a fog. The best plan is to wash : 


DEXTER the fog down with an amphora of Pimm’'s. 


Lord Mayor's Days and firework parties all call for 
WEATHERPROOFES this favourite “ cup made from gn and 
Obtainable from Leading Outhtters E ‘ liqueurs. A pleasant time will be had with Pimm's. 


WALLACE, SCOTT & COMPANY LIMITED - CATHCART - GLASGOW THE MOST HEAVENLY DRINK ON SARTH 


hike father - like son 


like \ Mentor | shirts 


Sanforized 


Obtainsable from most of the leading curluters and stores 
Millen & Co Ltd., 


3. B. LEWES @ SONS Nottingham. et. 1815. Suppliers to the Trade 


| 
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Dy 
of Cherry 
King 1X 


Srectous moments 


Through four generations 
CHERRY HEERING has witnessed as 


well as created many precious moments 


To-day, supplies are still not unlimited, 
but this old Danish delight will grace 
your day whenever and 


wherever you meet with it. 


CHERRY HEERING 


Wortd famous ligueur since 18/18 


of Cherry | of Cherry Hearing 


King 


The Queen of the Nether lauds 


Hand-printed silk 


dressing gowns with rich 


Liberty-minted designs, 

hand-set collars and jetted 
pox kets. Sizes gh” 4". 
price £1%5-9. Matching 
eravats 41/10. Or dressing 
gowns of feather-light wool, 
also Laberty-printed, price 


yo/-. From the Man's 


Matching cravats 


Shop just inside the main 


Regent Street entrance 


of Regent 
Street 


Bask in magnificence fy 
4 


Liberty 


yeu 


onlay 


THE GEOGRAPHICAL MAGAZINE 41 WILLIAM IV STREET LONDON WC2 
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trong... 


Pressure proofed by patented process 
and vested at every stage. Only proven 
feads go into Venus Drawing Pencils 


MOOTH... 


A patented collordal process rersoves 
all grit and impurities—they must 
be smooth 


CCURAWE... 


Accurate through and through —~gradeu 
and tested by experts, Venus Drawing 
Pencils make the right mark every time 


FER CILS g ive Gillette 


A gift for every day of the year. This is just the gift a man 
THE VENUS PENCIL CO. LIMITED, LOWER CLAPTON ROAD, LONOON, ES would choose for himself. To make the daily task of shaving 
| into a daily pleasure, Gillette has the sharpest blade in the 
Ms _ world, which, combined with its own precision-made razor, 
| ff fect shaving instrument. 
CIGARS FOR CHRISTMAS— | orms one perfect shaving instru 


but which cigars?..| 


razor with Gillette Dispenser holding 10 Blue 


Gillette Blades unwrapped and ready for 
immediate use. 12/- 


For Christmas — if only for just this once 
—the best cigars! And so—as any man Another Idea. Gay gift pack of 40 
who knows today’s cigars will tell you— Blue Gillette Blades (8 packets of 
you'll be wise to confine your choice to ; 5 blades). 10/8 
finest Jamaica. 


cigar smoker usually prefers a mild cigar. 
La Tropical—as full of character as 
any that Jamaica sends us — is notably, 
nevertheless, a mild cigar. When you're 
buying cigars as a gift, you'll be wise to 
ask for La Tropical. 

fabric-covered case with plated rims, 


Heavily pl Aristocrat one-piece 
all the usual fi upwards; Petites 116d. 

ing 10 Biue Gillette Blades. 26/3 


2 ser 
LA TROPICAL Bring him up-to-date with a Gillette Dispenser — a neat plastic container 
holding 20 Blue Gillette Blades reac for instant use. 5/4 
DE LUXE 
Finest Jamaica Cigars Gillette Shaving Brush—a popular gift that'll last for years. 7/6 and 48/6 


Sole omporters . 
Lambert and Butler, Branch of The Imperial Tobacco Co. (of Great Britain and Ireland), Led. 


GOOD MORNINGS BEGIN WITH GILLETTE 


xv 
e 
i 
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And remember this: the occasional | 
CA, 
Lig 
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settle fora Capstan™ 


Sy What's better than a Capstan to 


Y elinch that friendly deal? This really 


good cigarette is made to make friends. 


CC 42k! 


HIGHLANDER You'll be well shod 
against winter's worst, in this 
fine but solidly-built shoe. 
Harvest brown hand-fin- 
ished leather and heavy 


weight winter sole 


REGENT A formal 
black calf shoe— in 
the new bold Saxone 
manner that has 
changed the City 
fashions. Extra 
weight in the sole, 
larger heel, wider- 
than-usual welts, 
bold stitching. A 
winter shoe~— but 
smart. 


69/9 


stamp it for what it 
is a genuine Scot- 
tish brogue 


— 


241 Regent Street - 295 Oxford Street - 60 Old Broad Street - 64 Gracechurch Street, London - Shops throughout the country 


| =e |; \\- 
i 
ade by ©, ©. WILLS, Branch of The Imperial Tobacco Company Bram — 
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RONSON STANDARD 
but well-bred. 

ular, good - looking Ronson 
admiration 


Give him a KONSON 


RONSON PRINCESS 
If you want to be long remembered 
by « lady, give her a Ronson 
Princess. ’ 


finishes. 
From 38/6 


RONSON WHIRLWIND 
Specially for sportsmen. Lights in 
the breezy outdoors, lights suavely 
indoors. As shown, 50/-. 
finishes, including pigskin. 


Press, it’s lit—Release, it’s out ! 


RONSON QUEEN ANNE 
TABLE LIGHTER 
This beautiful lighter, finished in heavy 
silver plate, will grace the most handsome 
room. For those who love good things it is 
ca the perfect gift. 4 gns. 


RONSON ADONIS 
A gift to treasure! Slim as a fine . p 
watch. Slips clegantly into a waist- — Make your Ronson gift complete! Add 
coat pocket or tiniest handbag. 
Choice of finishes. From 50;- 


You give the best when you give a Ronson, the precision-built lighter with onc-finger, one- 
motion safety action that lights first time, every time! Every Ronson model is backed by the 
famous Ronson service, and there are Ronson gifts to suit all tastes-—at prices to suit all 
pockets. Give a Ronson and be remembered for your thoughtfulness in the years to come. 


RONSON 


WORLD’S GREATEST LIGHTER 


Give her a RONSON 


AVOID IMITATIONS—LOOK FOR THE TRADE MARK RONSON 
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STANDS UP TO HARD USE 


Physically, chemically and electrically Nife batteries 


are gluttons for work. Physically, because Nife is made 
principally of steel. Chemically, because the electrolyte 


is almost inert, the gravity remains constant during 
charge and discharge, and any gas produced is virtually 
innocuous. Electrically, because a Nife battery shows 
instant recovery of voltage even after a complete short 
circuit. As a result, Nife batteries cost practically 


nothing to maintain. And as they also take up very 

little space, and need no separate battery room, it is TES “Y ily 

not surprising that Nife batteries are used throughout PREM 


the world. (N.B. Nife batteries are Incomparable 
Appointment 
Cron Distillers 


not yet available for private cars or to HLM, King George VI 


domestic radto. ) 


CUT YOUR COSTS WITH 


STEEL BATTERIES 


Maximum Prices : 


Per bottie 324; Half-bortle 1611; Quarter-bottie 8 10. 
Miniature 35; U.K. only 


GATTERIES aeoorrcw WORCESTERSHIRE 


4 \ } NY 
ls Supreme 
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The eternal stillness of the mountains .. . and the clear ringing rumble of 

the stones. The deep blue of the snow in shadow . . . and the dull grey-green 

thickness of the ice. The sharp tension of the moment... and the N Uj)M BE R 
quietly happy relaxation to come. And for perfection one thing more — e 


Abdulla ‘Virginia’ No. 7, 20 for 3/10 =atso Abdulla Turkish and Egyptian 


ABDULLA AND CO LTD °* 773 NEW BOND * - 


i 
t 
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hen Dad and Uncle were boys and Mum and 
were girls, Mackintosh’s was an established 
avourite, ..a household word for deliciousness. 
sOusmess that Makes you want more... and more 
eas more! To-day, young and old alike plump for 
iackintosh “Quality Street” that delightful Assortment Th 
of Toffees and Chocolates al! gaily wrapped ' 
life more enjoyable and 
Christmas more Christmassy. 


Deliovous 
Jef 


¢ 


JOHN MACKINTOSH & SONS LTQO., 


ENGLAND 


ACKINIOSHS , 
=. 
VES > 
m 
mee iat 


"How happy be 
with either 


ned 


Crawford 
Tartan Shortbread 


Ad CRAWEORD & SONS LTD. EDINBURGH, LIVERPOOL & LONDON 


a : 
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SCHWEPPING DAYS 
TO CHRISTMAS ? 


Ask 


ar 


“Set schweppervestence last the whole -Christmas through 


TIN 
oN 
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BY ROYAL COMMAND 


a a shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. 
Marcovitch, who, a hundred years ago, was 
making his cigarettes in an obscure room near 
Piccadilly knew that their excellence had made 
him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch Cigarettes 
have been made to the same high standards 
as won the approval of that Eminent Personage 
and his friends; they are rolled of the very 
finest tobacco, for the pleasure of those whose 


palates appreciate perfection. 


BLACK AND WHITE 


cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for 5/3 


re 

4 
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Gin Distilters to HM King George Vt q 
DRY GIN 
4 FINEST : a 
‘Spry 
| = 4 
SMOKING MEXTURE 4 
. lee | 
ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD 


all 


shrewd 


judges 
smoke 


Somebody 
has to be first! 


You have only to taste it to know 
why “ Black & White" keeps grow- 
ing in popularity. Blended in the 
special “ Black & White” way it is 
a Scotch that is a joy to drink at all 
times and for all occasions. BRIAR PIPES 


: ¢ Every Orlik pipe is an individual work of art in the choice of 
& the briar, in its weight and shape. ‘To possess one, is to enjoy 

the constant satisfaction of owning the finest of its kind 

scoTcCH WHISKY Also Orlik Lighters, Pouches and Leather Cigarette Cases. 


L. ORLIK LTD. 
17-18 Old Bond St., London, W.1 
Established 1899 


By Apporniment 
King George Vi 


Why is a Maenson always 
worth asking for by name ? 
Because it is a thorough- 
bred through and through, 

and really wonderful 


value for your money. 


Tailored in the latest 


Tweeds, Cheviots etc. ... 


For of nearest Maenson 
Agent, please write ‘ Maenson’, 
106 Regent St., Lendon, W.1 , : For the Christmas Gift, 


what could give such lasting 


pleasure and so well convey the sincerity 


SPORTS 
MODEL 


of good wishes as a selected piece 


of Antler hand luggage? 


Ask any ANTLER Authorized DEALER about the range 


' by 
The most distinguished name in Teavel foods 


J. B. BROOKS & CO LTO., BIRMINGHAM, 3 
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Whuch way do you shawe 7 
WERE 1S THE PERFECT METHOD FOR EVERY MAY Something just 


alittle better— 


7 PREFER THE 
WICEROY ELECTRIC 
THE ROLLS RAZOR 
OF DRY SHAVERS” 


WO ELECTRICITY WHERE 
/ LIVE-THE VICEROY 


| |COPES STABLE INFORMATION 


Suffolk No. 1 of a series describing famous racing establishments 


1 A HOLLOW GROUND 
BLADE ROLLS RAZOR 
ALWAYS GIVES ME A PERFECT (a 


T= ESTABLISHMENT has been occ d by several 
famous racing men, including Bob Sievier, Sir Victor 


Every shaving instrument made by 
Rolls Razor is the finest of its type 
and built by craftsmen with precision 
tools. Equipped with a Rolls Razor, 
or Viceroy Dry Shaver (Electric or 
Non-Electric model) you are assured 
of many years of perfect shaving. 


VICEROY ELECTRIC 
For the smoothest Dry Shave E 
New UNIVERSAL Model( A-C.-D.C. | 


90-250 volts), 1196 (ime. Tax). A.C 
Model 200-250 volts. Y5/- (inc. T 
VICEROY NON-ELECTRIC 
“ Press the lever and sheve.” ‘The ideal 
dry shaver where cle 
available. 90 - (inc. Tax). 
ROLLS RAZOR 
Hollow ground blade, honed and strop- 
ped in its cam 
years. 43/6 (une. Tax). 

(Prices apply in U.K. only). 


ROLLS RAZOR 


Specialists in Shaving Techniques 
Rolls Razor Ltd., Head Office, Works and Service, Cricklewood, London, N.W.2 
Showrooms: 193 Regent Street, London, W.1. (callers only). 
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| Sassoon and Jack Crawford. Until Marcus Marsh took 
over last December, it was run by Frank Butters. 


Among winners trained by Butters were Bahram, 

Firdaussi, Turkhan, Tehran, ipur, 
| Light Brocade, Steady Aim, Masaka, Felicitation, 
Umiddad, Rustom Pasha, Migoli and Petition. Marsh 
maintained the reputation of the Stable by taking 
the first of the classics with Palestine. Diableretta, 
Khorassan, Moondust and Tambara are other big 
stakes winners of the 1990 season. 


Another honoured name in Turf circles is that of the 
House of Co Since 1895, Cope’s Confidential Credit 
Service has been the sporting man’s “ first string” for 
integrity, fair dealing and dependability. Off-the-course 
backers find in Cope’s the complete answer to all their 
betting needs in a service distinguished by its courtesy 
and personal attention. Why not write today for your copy 
of Cope’s fascinating new brochure ? 


DAVID COPE! 


BAHRAM Tripie 
Crown’ winner in 1995 


MAHMOUD The 


1996 Derby winner 


“The World's Best Known Turf Accountants 


You can 
COPES 
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: How to make Soups 
that make people say 


OE 
® choice of gardentresh Wait on him, watch him, 
vegetables 


. the mon encourage him. . . 
exotic spices. 


until he perfects his then — oh, la la, you'll 
recipe... feast on soup! 


IT’S 


loro 
HEINZ! CUSTARD 


Other delicious Heinz Soups 
are now increasingly available 


monk & Grass Table bore 


tong been favourites FOF 
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T. NICHOLAS’S DREAMS 


Sais? Nicwotas sat In Paradive among his fellow 
saints 


A-paloting in a pictare-book with water-colour 
paints 

As happy as a saint in biles has every right to be 

And splashing oa the recs and blues with brush 
both full free, 

Ses te cam? a little cherul riding om a littl 
chad 

He pretended was a pony, which dismounting 
from he bowed 

“ Th’ Recording Angel's compliments: the Annual 

port.” 


Saint Nicholas ekimmed it hastily With a 
TREMENDOCE snort 

Upon the Glasy Sea he stamped. An angry 
was iw! 

“The “ho nowadays, it says, do not believe 
in Me! 

Upen my soul! And why? Became of Child 
Paychology! 

Their parents’ brains are addied——dash my 
Harp!—and all because 

Psychiatriste hive told them that there neo 
Santa Claus! 

Psychologists! Psychiatrists!" 

Saint Nicholas shook hte fate 

And declared: “Upon my Hale! But I'l) show 

‘em who exists!"’ 


He whistled up his reindeer that were grazing in 
the snow 

Beyond Heaven's Arctic Circle, and was whirled 
away below 

He called apon his fellow-myth, the poppied 
(iod af Dreams, 

And over caps of nectar they concocted certain 
schemes 


The ewirling mantle of the snow was swept that 

very nigty 

Round town and hamlet, hedge and field till 
all the workd was white 

And every Chiki Psychologist was moved by 
some «trange whim 

To read not tiiry tales by Freud bat by the 

rothers Cirimm 

They went to bed. They went to sleep. Were 
bound In optum chains: 

Out of the Forests of the Dark crept on their 
palsied brains 

Queer, legendary leering Things of every shape 
and size 

Three-headed giants, monstrous dwarfs, trolls 
dogs with cartwheel eyes, 

Grey wolves with eyes of raving flame, hob- 
goblins black and bhie 

Whose ugly shadows shrank and shrank, whose 
hodies grew and grew, 

And dreadful Pigments of the Mind our cavemen 

pears knew 


The dreams that littl children dreamed, it 
pleases me to say, 

Were sparkling as a Christmas tree lit upon 
Christmas Day 

Exciting as a proper, balging Christmas stocking, 
fl 


With oranges, and sugar mice, and chocolate 
soveteigna spilled 

From pretty netted purses; with round-boxed 
Chinese figs, 

With paint boxes and picture books and lovely 
Dying Piya, 

With apples to peel, and a Boy Scout knife of 
the kind vou longed for ae, 

With a tangerine tucked in the heel, and a mint~- 
new penny in the tor 

And im these gay, delightful dreams to ev'ry 
child appeared 

A roey-checkrd old gentleman with a grand 
white curling beard 

Who to their eyes seemed not disguised as the 
sad, cheap, pitifel cheats 

Who palm off trash on innocents in the gutters 
€ our streets 

And the childnm wobe with emiling eyes 


But out of nightmare mists 

Shaken to their Unconscious woke the Child 
Psy chologints 

For many a tlay thereafter they consulted one 
another 

Prescribing Awful Treatesentsa, brother for 
Professional brother 

And had no time to bother with the children . . . 
! 

Bat they did not charge each other | am very 
atieved to say K. C. Scriven 


— 
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HE dynastic novel is a wonder- 
fulthing. It is three inches thick 
and weighs five pounds, and apart 
from its value as a doorstop will 
provide solid reading for a wet sea- 


side holiday. The people who write 
such books are rewarded with 
enormous sums of money, but really 
the writing of them is not difficult. 
All one has to do is to design a 
genealogical table, or, if this is 
beyond one's powers, a family tree. 
The book will then write itself, and 
is fit to be put in a jacket like the 
wrath to come, and labelled “saga.” 


Start with a man, and name him. 
In addition to his surname (in this 
ease Fruit) give him a resounding 
Christian name, like Belshazzar or 
Hardicanute, and on top of that a 
nickname, preferably incomprehen- 
sible. As he will not come into the 
story save by oblique reference the 
nickname will not have to be 
explained. 

There he is, at the top of the 
page—Hardicanute “Impediment” 
Fruit, 1736-1827. To get the thing 
going, marry Hardicanute first to 
Mary Watkins (1757-1776) and 
secondly to Jezebel de Stoke (1764- 
1859). Mark Mary Watkins “died 
without issue.” One can imagine 
her either as a delicate, shrinking 
creature going off in a decline or as 
the brazen daughter of the local 
inn-keeper, trampled to death by a 
highwayman’s horse—according to 
the mood one is in when the time 
comes to mention her in the book. 
About Jezebel de Stoke there is less 
ambiguity—she is the blue-blooded 
termagant who brings that fateful 
mansion, Stoke Honorarium, into 
the family and lives to terrorize 
her great-grandchildren with her 
senile rages. 

From the union of Hardicanute 
and Jezebel one draws a little line 
vertically, so, and a long line hori- 
zontally, so, and a lot of little lines 
—about fourteen will do—vertically, 
so. The names and dates of Hardi- 
canute’s issue are impaled on these 
fourteen lines. 

The selection of names for these 
characters, most of whom will have 
speaking parts in the book, is no 


THE HOUSE OF FRUIT 


trivial undertaking. The reader of 
the dynastic novel knows the rules 
of the game. It is no good calling 
aman Dirk and then making an 
unsuccessful flute-player of him. If 
there must be a flute-player call 
him Herbert or Francis, Dirk is a 
gay but unlucky blade, a useful man 
to have in a tavern brawl. So is 
Lance. A female character who is 
good at brawling in taverns may 
fairly be called Sabre. 

Similarly, Nicholas is mean 
about money; Robert and William 
are dull but reliable husbands; Luke 
goes to sea; Richard lives with his 
books in the library; Hugo drinks, 
hunts, and drinks, in that order; 
and Roger and Martin practically 
live by foreclosing mortgages and 
grinding the faces of the poor. 


With the ladies, Catherine and 
Emmeline will do for those who are 
to be written off “died in infancy” ; 
Selina and Emily for those born to 
be aunts; but if the author wants a 
girl to grow up and flog insolent 
grooms and drink Hugo under the 
table and marry a pirate he had 
better call her Bracken or Flame or 
Cobra. 

Having 


lined the 


them up 


author must decide which of these 
people offer him the widest scope, 
and concentrate upon them, Dis- 
posal of the other bodies is simple 
-—~some die in infancy, some become 
«unts, and it is a good idea to send 
one to Ameriva-—like this: Sophy, 
6. 1792, m. Comte des Rillettes 
(fied to Boston, 1814). One can 
then forget all about Sophy for five 
hundred pages, and bring in her, 
or her issue, any time one feels 
urged to write a few vivid chapters 
on the Civil War or the St. Louis 
Fair or G.I. brides. And look! 
Sophy 's children, being half-French, 
can be made bizarre, or even 
farouche; useful reserve husbands 
for that little baggage Flame. 

(Now there, if you like, is a fine 
example of the pitfall that awaits 
the dynastic novelist. We are pro- 
posing to wed Flame to her sister 
Sophy's child at a time when that 
sort of thing was frowned upon. 

The table of affinity should be 
ever handy.) 

The survivors of infanticide, 
aunthood and Americanization must, 
most of them, take unto themselves 
husbands and wives, and this must 
be carefully done. If there is to be 
any fun later on it is folly to 
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organize a series of happy unions. 
No. Marry Bracken-—not to rich, 
handsome, dissolute Miles but to 
Arthur, whose notion of a wild time 
is a quiet evening at the harpsi- 
chord. Join Hugo, if he can be 
kept sober long enough, not to 
Chloe from the gipsy camp down 
the lane but to Harriet, who goes 
in for missions and was once en- 
gaged toa curate. Hugo, of course, 
need not lose sight of Chloe entirely. 

Nicholas should remain a 
bachelor. He is bound to cut up 
well, and the sharing out of his 
fortune can be the origin of some 
rare old rows, and ultimately the 
reason why John, in 1912, is for- 
bidden to love Mary. 

In dealing with the offspring of 
these ill-assorted couples the author 
will have reason to bless the ten- 
deney of the nineteenth-century 
British to embroil themselves with 
savage races. Hugo's solitary son 
by the patient Harriet can form the 
pitce de résistance of a Central 
African dinner party, and other 
unwanted young men may be re- 
moved by convenient Afghans, 
Basutos and Zulus. The Boer War 
is generally good for a couple. And 
the author can go in and describe 
it all—fifty pages of good hearty 
assegai stuff, with the barrels of the 


rifles too hot to hold. Glorious! 


Oh, yes—one important item 


the family business. If these people 
are to hunt, drink, marry, play the 
harpsichord and go in for missions 
they must not be unduly hampered 
by the need to earn money. Make 
old “Impediment” Fruit an iron 
master or a shipping magnate or 
a mill owner, and keep the business 
ticking over gently in the back- 
ground. Robert and William, dull, 
honest fellows, can keep an eye on 
it. When any member of the family 
has to work give him something 
pretty squalid, like fish-portering, 
and send his elegant cousin Felicity 
id. of Martin who m. Amelia Carra- 
way) to cross his path when he is 
all over cods’ heads; and let her 
draw aside her crinoline with a 
dainty creaking noise, while her 
humble relative stares after the un- 
known beauty with a strange feeling 
in his heart. 


The basket of hake can drop 
unheeded from his nerveless hands, 
if one likes that sort of thing 
Remember, the world is a big 
place, and use it; for if the whole 
family, ten teeming generations, is 
confined to the British Isles they 
will he falling over each other all 
day long. Send Lake to Tahiti, 
and have a branch over there, in 
case the South Sea Island stuff 
comes back into fashion Let 
William (Robert's son) open an 
office of the firm in Patagonia, 
and Robert (William's son) open 
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another at Spitzbergen. Spread 
them out. 

If the family tree has been 
faithfully compiled there should be 
a final entry down in the bottom 
right hand corner, like this: Hardi- 
canute “ Button’’ Morrison-ffrench, 
b. 1939, Mauritius. 

Do not despise him because he 
is last. An author must live, and 
in ten years time young Morrison- 
ffrench can be married to one of the 
Des Rillettes girls over in the 


opposite corner. 


‘Better try down the sides of the armchairs for small change.” 


] 
| 
| 
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Scene | 


Scene |. A Forest 
(The greenness of the foliage, the sparkle of the snowflakes, 
the glitter of the icicles and the bright colours of the 
blossoms offer visual delights at which only a pedant 
would cavil, One who does is chased off by woodsy 
creatures with dear little sharp teeth. Bunnies build a 
vnow-bunny. Humming-birds plug Hits from the Show. 
Fairies on wires just manage to flitter amid the tree-tops.) 


Woopeurrens. With our muscles 
Sore from teak, 
Softwood vainly 
Do we seck. 
But hist! Who's here? 
No good, we fear, 
Up to are they 
This Christmas Day. 

Wiekep Stervatrner. Sieep sound, me pretty ones. 
(Covers sleeping Babes with leaves.) 

Wickep Srermoruer. Pleasant dreams, kids. (Adds 
compost heap. Exeunt. A Ballet of Robins, after 
considerable pirouetting, sprinkles a thin layer on 
top.) 

Woopeurtrers. Us far be it 

From to censure; 

But to say 

“Tut-tut” we venture. 
(With raised eyebrows they continue to saw.) 

Livrie New (lightly flicking aside a ton of leaves). 1 
do not criticize our step-parents; it is their nature. 
But the behaviour of the robins was unpardonable 

Lirrte Dorarr. You might have pulled me out. 

lLarrie Newt. Surely that would have been undutiful, 
as my elders wished you to remain put. 

(Arrows tranafix their hats. Enter Hoop and 
his Merrie Men.) 


A 


AMONG THOSE PRESENT 


A SORT OF PANTOMIME 


| Ary 


Rosts Hoop. Is the Sheriff of Nottingham here ! 
We just shot on spec. May we have our arrows 
back 

Littte Newt. No. They give us chic. 

Rostw Hoop. But unless we can salvage our arrows 
we're done. We don't know how to make new ones. 

Lirrte Dorarr. What are they worth to you? 

Marp Marian. A song. 

Owes (the Woodeutters accompanying on their saws). 

Shut windows and door, 

Let the fire roar. 

Snug in a fug 

We'll eat muffins galore. 
larrce thought that Outlaws like to be Out! 
Fran Tuck. At Christmas we become In-laws. 


Scene Il. The Great Hall of Nottingham Castle 

(1t has been stripped of furniture and looks disconsolate.) 

Prince Cuarminec. As Sheriff of Nottingham I'm 
expected to give a party; but the stockbroker’s 
men have taken everything to pay for the diamond 
shares | bought from him. 

Enter stockbroker’s men. 

Aut Bana. None of my treasure’ left! I had the 
broker's men in myself. They took me on as an 
apprentice and let me practise on my own chattels. 

ALDERMAN FirzwaRRen. It is having seen better days 
that makes me so ill-suited to this employment. 
(Gloomily falls over ladder.) 

Paisce Cuarmine. All I have left is this old lamp 
The directions say “Rub Lightly.” I've heard of 
producing fire by rubbing sticks but not of 
producing light by rubbing lamps. (Rwds.) 

Gente. Your slave awaits your commands. I suggest 
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dinner for a thousand guests. Cabbage soup, 
shepherd's pie, plums and custard do you? 
Parxce Cuarminc. The best of everything, at least 
at the top table. (The Genie sulbily raises the 
standard of living. Outlaws, Babes, Councillors, 
Soldiers and other quests appear and carouse.) 
CrspereLia. Now I will sing you a sophisticated sony, 
Buttons, accompany me. (The Genie produces a 
silver-plated harmonium.) 
Lady, go gay. There's nothing to fear. You 
Must make a career. You 
Should be on your way. 
Lady, be bold. Try taking a chance. 
Will find it advance you. 
Don’t wait till you're old. 
Burrons, You just make backers critical 
By acting eremitical! 
Cospersiia. It don’t bring in gold 
Oh me! Oh my! Hi-de-ho! 
Never heard tell 
Of a dame who held back 
Ever reaching Broadway from the old 
wood shack. 
Never was a star 
Got her name in lights 
Stopping home with mother having 
early nights. 
Boogie-woogie-woo! Cor! 
Coo! 
Prince Cuarmine. I'm going into the Show business 
Sign her up. That hoarse croak .. . 
Danpirnt. That wavering pitch .. . 
Prixce Cuarminc. That breathlessness towards the 
end of a bar... She'll be a wow. 
(Midnight strikes.) 
Crsperetta. Ta for having me. {Exit 
CuarminG. She's got away without a con- 
tract. Luckily she’s left a shoe, made, apparently, 
of some new plastic. Search the world, Dandini, 
to find the girl the shoe fits. It’s a five, so you'll 
have your work cut out. As you go please tell 


a) 


You 


Hi-de-hi! 


Lor-lumme! 


Scexe Desteer 


“Now I will sing you a sophisticated song.” 


Robin Hood to stop shooting at me; the dear 
Bishop's simply riddled. 


* + 


Scene Ill. A Desert Island 

SHIPWRECKED MARINERS. 

Had our helmsman's mother 
Taught him to distinguish 
Left from right we should not 
Suffer so much anguish. 
Lobsters, oysters, turtles 

Form our sorry fare. 

Kippers, hot-pot, dumplings 
Should we much prefer. 

Rosinson Crvusor. I don’t feel you are getting as 
much out of this experience as you might. Who 
would like to help me inlay an occasional table! 

Boatswats. Goat's milk, nuts, handicrafts. It's like 


a Garden City. 
Massa done tol’ me ah hab natural good 


Man Fripay. 


BMS) 

| 


taste. Dis wool mat am all wah own work. It 
show de Piper ob Dreams. 

Noatswatn's Mare. There was a stowaway on the 
lifebuoy. Here it is. 

Livrte Newt. Boarding a gondola on the moat of 
Nottingham Castle [| made for the open sea and 
fell in with the brig Hispaniola. So much for 
plot; when do we eat! 

htowm Hoop, Turning from outlawry to piracy in 
consequence of a slight whim we were recruited 
by Long John Silver. So much for plot; when 
do we eat! 

Woopeurrers ( passing the island on a balsa wood raft). 

Softwood having 
Found at last, 
Wave we gaily 
Sailing past. 

Glad should we be 
At this isle, 

Had we brakes, 
To reat a while. 


IV 


Tae 


Danpint, My search for the owner of the slipper led 
me hitherwards. So much for plot; when do we 
eat! 

Rosson Carelessness about my mai! has 
led to my overlooking this invitation to the Lord 
Mayor's Christmas Banquet. Let's eat there 
first, if you feel up to it, bidding farewell to the 
island with a song. 

Wickep 


Srerratuer. May | make personal 
explanation of my presence . . .! 
Owners. Certainly not. Shut up and join in with 
the basses. 


This isle has coconuts and dates 

But nowhere we can use our skates. 

This isle is fanned by a spicy breeze 

But there's never a chance of wearing skis 
This isle is dull; we'll go away 

And find a place where we can sleigh 
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Scese IV. The Guildhall 
(There is holly and mistletoe simply everywhere.) 

Lonp Mayor. When I heard the bells telling me to 
turn again, sir, I took it as an omen. I tied a 
little collecting-box round my cat's neck, sir, and 
soon | had enough to buy an option, Now there's 
not a warmer, pursier man on ‘Change. 

Atperman Scrooce. Look after the pence, and you 
can employ an accountant to look after the 
pounds, 

Woopcurrers. Unexpectedly invited 

To this very posh assembly, 

A little late we have arrived 

Through coming via Wembley. 

The London Transport system 

A mystery to us is. 

We never seem to understand 

The numbers on the buses. 

Lorp Mayor. What news, Buttons? 

Burrons. Dandini has tracked down Cinderella, 
Robin Hood has come to a modus vivendi with 
Prince Charming, the Babes have won their way to 
the hearts of their relations and Ali Baba has 
joined Sindbad in the shipping business and bought 
some perfectly super cargoes. So much for plot; 
when do we drink ¢ 

Lorp Mayor. We wassail steadily till morn, 

(The Bells of St. Clements chime away the hours 
and the fun is perfectly unbridled.) 


Late Nieut Finace 
Gorge away till the food is gone, 
Drink till the flagons are dry. 
Tooroorallay! Our host will pay; 
We can't imagine why. 
Lrrrue Dorerr. I shall marry Robin Hood— 
Not that I much want to; 
But there must be no loose ends 
In a British panto. 
When | marry Robinson Crusoe 
He needn't think that he'll make my 
trousseau. 
(Collapse of Man Fripay) 
Wieckep Srerrataer. Well, I'll be gormed, 
I find I’ve reformed! 
Under the greenwood tree 
How glad I’m not to be. 
The latest songs—you soon will hear 
me hotting ‘em 
At dear Prince Charming’s cabaret in 
Nottingham. 
Christmas comes but once a year. 
A weekly Christmas would be drear. 
A daily Christmas would drive us mad; 
As an annual event it is not too bad. 


OMNES. 


Lirtie® Newt. 


Rostww Hoop. 


CINDERELLA. 


OMNES. 


Huzza! Huzza! 
How jolly we are. 
Finis 


R. G.G 


Price 
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HAT does she do in the winter, Miss Smithers of 
Ocean View? 

Does she gamble her gains at Aix-les- Bains, does she 
stay with an aunt in Crewe! 

Does she water the aspidistra! Does she study a book 
on prunes! 

Does she earn some pay in an amateur way inflating 
next year's ballocns? 

Does she brush up her dietetics? Does she con the 
cuisine of France? 

Does she lend a hand with the boogie band at some 
inland Palais de Danse? 


When the ice lies thick on the billow, when the snow 
lies deep on the shore, 

When they've put the screens round the slot machines 
and the winkles back into store, 

When the deck-chairs are wrapped in moth-balls, when 
icicles hang from the pier 

Does Miss Smithers knit? Does she simply sit! Does 
she polish the chiffonier ? 

Or does she creep to that cupboard, go down on her 
hands and knees 

And from underneath stacks of abandoned macks does 
she take out a pair of skis? 


The trippers have long tripped northward, the swallows 
have long winged south; 

There isn’t a soul at the Metropole, not a sail at the 
harbour mouth. 

The harbour mouth is frozen, the harbour is glistening 

white 


MISS SMITHERS OF OCEAN VIEW 


And there she copes on the nursery slopes with never a 
soul in sight, 

With none to see her Christie—and her Christie is 
really a gem-— 

Or the flowing are of her Telemark, the lilt of her 

Lifted Stem 


When the last Lost Property sandals have gone to the 
Highest Bids 

Miss Smithers deals with a bath-chair’s wheels and 
fits the thing up on skids. 

She starts her run at the Lighthouse and taking the 
cliffs as read 

Hits the promenade in a long gliasade in seventy 
seconds dead. 

You should hear Miss Smithers's “Achtung /"’ you should 
hear Miss Smithers’s “ Heil" 

You should see her boots and her ski-ing suita in the 
latest Engadine style. 


What does she do in the winter? There's never a day 
when she’s slack— 

Sometimes she skates in figure-of-eights round the 
Outer Buoys and back; 

Sometimes she climbs crevasses in the waves off the 
Isle of Wight 

Or tours halfway across Studland Bay to a hut where 
she spends the night. 

When the snow lies deep on the beaches, when the ioe 
lies thick on the sea 

Miss Smithers resorts to winter sports-—and nobody 

knows but me. Justis RicHarDson 
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MAKE A TINY FUNNEL 


EN make the best cooks. I am 
not denying that a woman 
may acquire, by a process of trial 
and error extending over twenty 
years or so, the knack of knocking 
together a few simple eatables; but 
if anything in the nature of haute 
cuisine is required it is to the 
stronger, cleverer, better-tempered 
and more modest sex that we must 
look for its accomplishment. I make 
this statement not in any acrimon- 
ious spirit but because man’s 
culinary superiority is less widely 
recognized than it ought to be. 
Some wives, I understand, keep up 
a rather laughable pretence that 
their husbands are incapable even of 
cooking a meal for themselves should 
the need arise! Although one can- 
not forbear smiling at this sugges- 
tion, nevertheless it does not do to 
let it pass unrefuted, for the next 
thing will be that people will begin 
to believe it, That is why, having 
given my wife leave of absence for 
the day, I am now proposing to give 
a practical demonstration by con- 
cocting something a little out of the 
ordinary with which to surprise her 
when she returns at supper-time. 
I invite the reader to remember, 
before I begin, that I have made no 
special preparations whatever for 
this little task. I have no notion 
what ingredients are in the larder. 
I have no cookery-book. My mind 
is a perfect blank, I shall now turn 
over the pages of one or two of the 
kind of magazines which include, 
between the Paris fashion previews 
and the advertisements, a few 
columns of gastronomic notes. 
This Mousseline of lobster Sarah 
Bernhardt sounds ali right. 
H'm—not a lobster in the house 
apparently. No chicken cither. 
No asparagus even. A pity these 
magazine fellows don’t mention any 
ways of dealing with cold mutton. 
Just a minute, though! Wasn't 
there a recipe in The Listener .. . 
Yes, there is. Now we shall be 
all right. “A mutton pie is par- 
tieularly good.” This one will be a 
muttoa pie to end all mutton pies. 
The test of a true artist is his ability 
to rise superior to the limitations of 
his muterials. “This is just cut-up 


mutton, partly cooked”—which 
is precisely how I should describe 
this joint, so we are that much 
ahead of the game to start with. 
As for the pastry, even as a child I 
remember I was a great hand at 
making pastry. I used to cut it into 
the shape of a man and _ stick 
currants in for the eyes. Flour and 
water, that's all it is. Plenty of 
flour in the bin here. 

There? It might have been a 
good idea to have taken my coat off 
before starting on the pastry, but 
it was about due to go to the 
cleaners anyway. I see The Listener 
recommends some kind of fat to be 
mixed with the flour and water. 
Some new-fangled notion, probably ; 
still, it’s no good spoiling the ship 
for a ha'porth of marge. Funny how 
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hard it is to get the margarine to 
mix with the paste, isn’t it? Some 
people would be worried by a little 
thing like that. Even chopping up 
the margarine with a knife doesn’t 
seem to help much. Suppose we 
scrape the whole thing into a bow! 
and pound it with this wooden 
potato-masher, 

Now, keeping quite cool and 
refusing to be flustered, we scrape 
the mixture off the floor, give it a 
quick rinse under the tap and place 
it on the kitchen table. If it shows 
a tendency to flow off the table (and 
it does) we make a little fence round 
the edge with milk bottles, tins of 
salmon, a loaf of bread—anything 
that happens to be handy. Speed 
is the important thing at this 


juncture. 
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The greyish colour of the pastry 
is immaterial, since it will, of course, 
change to an appetizing golden. 
brown when it is cooked. It will 
probably be quite a good idea to 
get it on to the pie-dish before any- 
thing else happens to it. I suppose 
the pie-dishes are kept in this cup- 
hoard . .. no, they don’t seem to be. 
Women are so unmethodical, you 
never know where to look for any- 
thing you want. Perhaps under the 
wink... 

There are no pie-dishes under 
the sink. Two buckets, balanced in 
such a way as to roll clattering out 
on to the floor at the slightest touch, 
are kept there; and a scrubbing- 
brush, a bundle of steel wool, a dust- 


pan, @ triangular dish thing with 
holes in it containing a mixture of 
tea-leaves and egg-shells, and a 
sopping wet floor-cloth are kept, | 
see, in the buckets; but no pie-dish. 
Nor is it easy, having replaced the 
cloth, the dish thing (now empty), 
the dust-pan, the steel wool and the 
scrubbing- brush, to get both buckets 
back into the space under the sink. 
Well, one of them will have to stand 
out on the floor, that’s all. The tea- 
leaves and egg-shells can of course 
be cleaned up later, while the pie is 
cooking. 

I have found a pie-dish. This is 
the first bit of luck I have had so 
far, and I hope it means things will 
go smoothly from this point. A lot 
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of men would have given up before 
now and opened one of those tins 
of salmon. 

Well, and what comes next? 
“When you have put the lid on, 
make a hole in the centre"”—there, 
that hole should be big enough, | 
fancy—‘‘and brush with milk or 
egg to give a good shine.” Of course 


I am only using the printed diree-, 
tions as a rough guide. I shall omit 


the glazing process; after all, I'm 
not entering the thing for a flower- 
show. ... “Don't press the lid down 
on the filling too tightly.” If they'd 
put that in a bit earlier it might 
have been of some help. Perhaps | 
ean pull the lid up a bit, but I doubt 
no, you see, it won't come; not 

without the mutton, that is. On 
the whole I think the best thing is 
to put the pie in the oven without 
delay: its impassive, arrogant ex- 
pression is beginning to hypnotize 
me. | have had enough of it. 
So into the oven it—— 

What fool left that bucket in the 
middle of the floor? 

After the pie is cooked the 
thing to do, it seems, is to make a 
tiny funnel with a piece of grease. 
proof paper and put this through 
the slit in the lid. Then you pour 
some meat jelly through the funnel 
“and there,” says The Listener, 
“you are.” 

Very likely. But what I want to 
know is where the blazes is the 
tin-opener? G. D. R. Davies 


CALENDAR 
BIRD sang 


‘3S And Spring sprang. 
Then Summer loomed, 
Bloomed, 

Paraded, 
Faded 


Now Autumn’s coloured leaves 
Around the eaves 

Are fluttering, 

Bunging up the guttering. 


Soon, Winter's long recoil: 
Ills, bills, thick vests, weak chests. 
Camphorated oil 
J. B. Boornroyp 
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UNCLE WULLIE’S PRESENT 


ig was the time of Christmas, 
When every bus is fu’ 
And every grocer's window braw 
With blobs of cotton-wool. 


True Thomas's wife has dream'd a dream; 
A ghastly wight stands near. 

“T am thy gude man’s Uncle Wullie 
Wha dwells in Tharloe Square! 


O wae betide this household! 
May sorrow blin’ your e’e! 
Whaur, O whaur is the bonnie gift 
You ha’ vow'd to buy for met” 


True Thomas he sits in his living-room, 
Eating a fishba’ brown 

“Have you forgot my dream, True Thomas? 
Make haste to London Town!” 


True Thomas he sits in Eastcheap 
Drinking the mild, mild ale, 

When it seems there stands at his elbow 
A ghastly wight sae pale, 


True Thomas walks on a carpet soft, 
With a ghastly voice in his ears: 
“Why sould I need a toast-rack now, 
Wha have eaten toast for years? 
Crying “I am your Uncie Wullie, And am I the man for a butter-dish 
And to me it’s a’ the same, That's hewn from a hunk of oak? 
But your ain gude wife will gie you hell Or a wastepaper-bin all varnish’d owre 
If you bring no present hame.” And stencill’d wi’ fairy folk? 

True Thomas has walk'd to London Wa’ Gae up, gae up, True Thomas! 
And back by different streets ; A book that I havena’ read!” 

And half the shops are shut for lunch Trae Thomas has gone fra’ shelf to shelf 
And the other half sell sweets. Till his e’es buen in his head. 


“O wake you, wake, True Thomas! “Is that the best you can dae for me? ’ 
I ha’ seen the sprite again, A thing called ‘Owre the Sticks,’ 
And the sad, sad look in his glittering e'e Remainder’d, as I happen to ken, 
As he chants his dread refrain: Fra fifteen bob tae six?" 
‘Did | not gie your bairn a mug True Thomas has turn’d him round three times, 
Wrought all of siller fine? He has ta’en the arch to the right, 
And is not your ain True Thomas And there he has bought a crimson tie. 
Nigh the next in Wullie’s line?'"’ “Now rest you, ghastly wight! 


“Now whist you, whist, gude woman! 
Ere another sun goes down 

1 shall buy my Uncle Wullie a present 
The rarest in London Town.” 


You dae not want a crimson tie, 
But wha am I to care? 
A crimson tie is what you'll get, 
And you'll trouble us no mair.” ANpB 
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“They're only guest members while their own club's being rebuilt” 


PUNCH, November 20 1950 
==: 
| | || =s: 
| 
=== 


PUNCH, Nevember 20 1998 


The Radio Charivaré 


id you take a sheet of iron and corrugate it you will 
see at once that the distance from crest to creat of 
the mounds or “waves” in the material would have 
been greater had the corrugations been less numerous, 
or “frequent” as we say. This is in no sense a criticism 
of the way the corrugation was carried out, but it does 
establish the relationship between wave-length and 
frequency with a neatness and economy of effort rarely 
achieved in text-books. Another point to notice is 
that if you raise your piece of corrugated iron to eye- 
level and look along it lengthways or edgewise it 
presents this appearance 


Fig. 1. Corrugated iron looked at lengthwaya from A. 


whereas to anyone seeing it from the other end it 
looks like this 


Same piece seen from B. 


Now cut with a hacksaw along the dotted line in 
fig. 3, 
Fig. 3. Rectification in progress. 
diseard everything below the line (Culbertson’s Folly), 


and you have what is known in wireless circles as a 
rectified carrier wave. 


How I Moputatre a Wave? 

Modulation is the term used for the proces by 
which the sounds of a soprano singing “I Hear You 
are superimposed on the carrier wave 
Unmodulated carrier waves are 


Calling Me” 
before rectification. 


THE PRINCIPLE 


OF THE THING 


inaudible, just as water flowing along a glass pipe 
cannot be seen until some colouring matter or small 
pieces of hop are added to it. If the principle is still not 
clear it is a good plan to drop a stone into a pond and 
watch the water-boatmen bobbing up and down; the 
reader should not, however, at this stage attempt to 
modulate carrier waves himself. We shall do better 
to leave modulation to the B.B.C.’s qualified engineers 
and ask what happens when a modulated H.F. wave 
travelling with velocity V energizes the aerial of a 
receiving station: or, to put the question in more 
general terms, 


Waat Makes Music Come Our or My Sert 

If an H.T. potential is applied through a variable 
condenser to a triode valve the fluctuations of current 
on the anode will alter the grid potential, owing to 
capacity (or “feed-back”) between anode and grid. 
(The reader must either accept this or withdraw from 
the argument. Oscillations in the high-frequency 
amplification stage cannot be smoothed out by com. 
paring a negatively-charged cathode with the cold tap 
in a bathroom.) It follows, then, that in a typical 
circuit of the following kind 


22. 


Fig. 4. Typical cireuit for a 5-vaive superhet moving-coil 


autoradiogram.* 

Nore. When connecting up the grid leak to the condenser at 
G be careful to ensure that H.#, energy ia not fed back through 
the terminals to the amplification circuit ; otherwise it may not 
be possible to moitch the damn thing off. 

Heterodyning will ocour whenever the tranaformer ia at toro 
potential, unleas some form of choke-resistance with a high im- 
pedance ia inserted between the output and intake sages, This 
is most easily achieved by shutting the windows. 


H. F. 


*Most of this circuit has been crowded out, but it was 
typical. 


| 
4 i 

| 


PUNCH, November 2) 1950 


CAR RADIO—! 


| 
> wh 
4 C 
4 rt 


tenn 


a 


CAR RADIO—II 


| PUNCH, November 20 1950 
| 

AAS 

| 


= inexperienced broadcaster 
watching the studio clock gulp 
those last fateful seconds before the 
green light goes off (and he goes on) 
will be wise to keep from his mind 
all thoughts of the B.B.C. General 
Advisory Council: an 
reflection that his bleat is 
backed by such a coruscation of 
celebrities (thirteen peers of the 
realm for a start, and enough orders 
honours, degrees and just plain 
fame to sink a banana-boat) would 
reduce him to an inarticulate jelly, 
and the friends who had stayed 
home from work to hear his hints on 
basketry would have to make do 
with a record of the Andrews Sisters 
I have long nursed a waggish 
ambition to get together a few 
B.B.C. high-ups—Sir John Ander- 
son, perhaps, with the Bishop of 
Gloucester and Miss Cicely Court- 
neidge, all members of the Council 
and introduce my brother-in-law to 
them. When I had got them going 
in an unseripted discussion on some 
lively broadcasting theme, say 
the baffling disparity between the 
listener research tigures for “Up the 
Pole” and Alban Berg's Wozzeck 
I should casually announce that my 
brother-in-law doesn’t own a wire 
set, never did, 


unguarded 
lone 


and believes 


MAGNIFICENT MONOPOLY 


A PLAIN MAN'S GUIDE TO THE B.B.C. 


P.C. 49 to be some proprietary brand 
of household disinfectant. Then I 
should stand back and enjoy their 
consternation. To the B.B.C. all 
things are B.B.C., and the thought 
of fifty thousand drawing-rooms in 
which there is no loud-speaker to 
speak must searcely bear 
templation. 

But my great brother-in-law 
joke is never likely to be played. 
For one thing I have not the 
acquaintance of Sir John Anderson, 
the Bishop of Gloucester or Miss 
Cicely Courtneidge; for another it 
has a smack of malice about it which 
my nicer self deplores. The trouble 
is that there is something about the 
B.B.C., perhaps its excellence, per- 
haps its seeming awareness of ex- 
cellence, which brings out the beast 
in us, just as the sight of a perfectly 
turned out gentleman setting off for 
Ascot prompts a crazy impulse to 
go and pull his tie out. 

The B.B.C.’s Royal Charter not 
only charges it with the information, 
education and entertainment of its 
listeners but leaves it free to fulfil 
these functions in whatsoever way 
it fancies (reserving only to the 
Postmaster-General the right of veto 
over programmes, critics please 
note). We can searcely be surprised, 
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then, at ita maintenance of some 
thirty advisory councils and com- 
mittees; this wealth of consultative 
talent may prompt sly gibes about 
alibi-ing and passing the buck, but 
the voice of the 
Corporation has 
now practically 
achieved oracle 
status, and it can't 
afford to make mis- 
takes: if it does it 
isn't a bit of use 
blaming the Govern- 
ment, which in giv- 
ing carte blanche to 
our broadeasters at 
the same time 
cautiously disavows 
responsibility for a 
single word, note or 
sound -effect trans- 
mitted. 

With world feel- 
ings in their present 
sensitive state it is upon the News 
division that this burden weighs 
most heavily. If the Housewife’s 
Choice compére announces Men- 
delssohn's Spring Seng and then 
plays a record of “The Teddy 
Bears’ Picnic” the worst that can 


* happen is a hundred telephone calls 


from the nation’s alert smug: but a 
slip-up in a report from the Security 
Council might be rather different. 
So I should like to say a word about 
the News division, first because 
of these awesome responsibilities, 
secondly because even the Cor- 
poration’s ardent admirers seem to 
take its news service for granted (I 
almost said ‘‘as read”), and thirdly 
because the whole outfit is under 
one roof (a rare thing with to-day's 
B.B.C.): I was able to cover it in a 
paltry six hours or so, whereas any 
detailed examination of Variety, 
say, or Drama would have had me 
rocketing all over London, and 
Features might have involved three 
weeks on a lighthouse. 

Here, then, is the News. Every 
day and all day it pours in through 
the tape-machines from A.P., P.A., 
Reuters, B.U.P. and all the other 
indispensable agencies, literally by 
the yard; yards more click remorse- 
lessly from the teleprinters of the 
B.B.C.’s own monitoring service at 
Caversham; the reporting staff, 


“live” in both senses, collect more 
news, with or without recording 
vans; and through the loudspeakers 
at their appointed times stream the 
dispatches from representatives all 
over the world—in 
Berlin, Washington, 


Paris, Winnipeg, 
New York, Lake 
Success... Every 


day and all day, 
words, words, words, 
to be sieved through 
two chief sub- 
editors to a dozen or 
so sub-editors, 
weeded out, boiled 
down, weeded and 
boiled again (“It'll 
make a minute,” 
says a chief sub., 
handing on a foot 
and a half of type- 
script), pressed, 
squeexed, wrung 
out and pulverized into the 
hard little kernel we know so well 
and aceept so matter-of-factly. 
They are all newspaper men in the 
long news room, where the type- 
writers are noiseless, the telephones 
flash coloured lights instead of ring- 
ing and all stories are dictated 
(because it is their sound that 
matters), and they make up the 
bulletins as they would make up the 
news pages of a paper—except that 
there is no paper to sell, no adver- 
tisers to entice and, for this among 
other reasons, no screams in the 
headlines. ‘The division handles all 
transmissions in English, six on the 
Home, four on the Light—and on 


the Overseas’ Guess. Well, it’s 
about fifty. Every day. 

It is past six o'clock, and the 
next thing is the News and Radio 
Newsreel on the Light. 1] am sitting 
in the room of R.N.R.'s editor. 
From the loud.speaker framed in 
plebeian three-ply on the wall a 
dispatch from Rome has just ended, 
end the bright resonance goes out 
af the distant voice as it begins to 
spell a few proper names... “G, 
(jeorge, I, Item, A, Apple .. . 
Nothing else? Good night, then. 
Oh, by the way, there's an embargo 
on all that until a minute after 
midnight. Good night.” 

“Embargo mad, nowadays,” 
says the Editor, twiddling a switch 
beside his ehair. “ We shall get Paris 
now.” And so we do, a rather im- 
patient Paris, clearing its throat 
raucously, imploring Control to 
“come up.” “Hello, Control, Helle, 
Control. Come up, please. This is 
Cadett in Paris. This is Cadett in 
Paris. Will you please come up.” 
Control comes up. There is some 
preliminary talk between Paris and 
the duty editor (we can't hear him, 
only the blanks, like a one-ended 
telephone conversation ; he is listen. 
ing with a foreign news adviser on 
the floor below), and then, “I shall 
ge ahead in ten seconds from now.” 
Deep breathing, a muttered aside 
in French, more deep breathing, 
an uncaring rattle of seript pages 

And then the voice, bright, 
resonant, suddenly familiar now ; for 
this is what the listener will hear 
when the Newsreel goes out in half 
an hour, Or perhaps he won't. No 
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one can tell as yet; the Pars 
dise (the recorders are at work 
somewhere, of course) will probably 
he painfully chopped about, marked 
for cuts with a flat yellow pencil, 
cither during or before the broad- 
east. However, a turn of the knob, 
and here ie Berlin 
And here am I, at a minute to 
seven; in the Radio Newsreel studio ; 
the producer is still scribbling notes, 
estimating times; a cool young lady 
at the turntables is still drawing 
circles on records in yellow pencil; 
revised cues are being got out for the 
speaker of the linking material on 
the other side of the glass panel, and 
hia vie-d-vis, the news-reader (who 
has estimated his introductory 
matter at two minutes, forty 
seconds), is yawning and fiddling 
with hia tie. Then he is seen to be 
speaking, and it is a second or two 
before I associate the movements of 
his lips with the (again) familiar 
voice coming from the loud-speaker 
by my ear. Two minutes, forty 
seconds later he ends his pronounce- 
ments about the weather, picks up 
his seript and comes out through our 
room. The producer, the cool young 
lady and the technician at the con- 
trol panel say “Cheerio” without 
looking up, the speaker of the link 
material gets under way, the cool 
young lady waits with needle poised 
for the first record, listening for 
the cue, checking on her script. 
The record goes on. The man 
behind the glass, knowing that 
his microphone is off when the 
turntable is on, taps his pipe out 
deliberately . 
Washington, Winnipeg, 
New York, Berlin, Paris (a whole 
minute used from the middle of 
the Paris dispatch)... At seven 
twenty-five the last disc, the “music- 
barrier,” fades in and up and out 
again, and the programme is over. 
We are off the air. At seven 
twenty-six a cleaner comes in and 
starts to empty the ash-trays. That 
was the News and Radio Newsreel. 
Goes out seven times a day. Easy 
In the complexities of its organ- 
ization, if in no other respect, the 
B.B.C. has much in common with 
any reasonably intricate Ministry, 
with divisions, departments, direc- 
torates, sections, units, controllers, 


directors, professional heads, super- 
intendente—-the whole works. And 
the physical ramifications are as 
bewildering as the organizational. 
Broadcasting House, a masterpiece 
of self-sufficiency in 1932, has long 
been burst asunder; the body which 
it once housed #0 comfortably has 
stretched its tentacles far and wide 
and nowadays “B.H.” is about the 
only place that you can ring up 
without hearing music playing, for 
nothing much goes on there except 
the spoken word and the rattle 
of office machinery The pro- 
gramme supposed by the innocent 


td 


listener to issue from behind that 
imposing fagade in Portland Place is 
probably coming from the Camber- 
well Palace or the King’s Theatre, 
Hammersmith, the Aolian Hail in 
Bond Street, the Paris Cinema in 
Regent Street (home of Much Bind- 
ing and other froliés) or some remote 
corner of Camden Town or Maida 
Vale. 

But listeners have multiplied 
correspondingly-—and not only at 
home. It was in 1938 that foreign 
broadcasts were started: the B.B.C. 
was told—-no, no, asked—to do it, on 
a handsome grant from the Treasury 
(four and a half millions this year), 
and once again the full burden rests 
on the Corporation—which is “ex 
pected to acquaint itself with 
Government policies towards the 
countries concerned” wrote Sir 


William Haley. “But it obtains 
this information in order to be 
properly informed in discharging 
what is, in the last resort, its un- 
divided responsibility.” It is a 
weighty assignment . . . in forty- 
two languages. Unbiased presenta- 
tion of the truth remains the aim, 
supported by expert commentary 
designed to make clear what Britain 
is thinking. No axe-grinding. No 
tub-thumping, please. 

But I mustn’t give the impres- 
sion that the foreign programmes are 
merely a succession of nine o'clock 
news bulletins ; entertainment is not 
forgotten: on the four hundredth 
anniversary of the birth of Cervantes 
the Latin American Service put out 
a dramatized version of Don Quixote 
in twenty-seven half-hour episodes. 
It is to be supposed that no pride 
was punctured by this in Vene- 
zuela, no dignity damaged in Chile; 
though | should imagine, somehow, 
that if Sido Paulo sent us a drama- 
tized version of, say, Handley Cross, 
it might be received with a coolness 
which no amount of subsequent talk 
about the Brazilian way of life 
would easily dispel. 

And there I go again, trying to 
be funny. It is really very unfair. ~ 
When the B.B.C. accomplishes so 
much, who am I to complain be- 
cause a lady announcer tells me that 
Tchaikovsky put his “hairl sairl” 
into the Pathétique ? Do I want her 
to say he put his “’owl sow!” into 


it? Certainly not. But... And 
talking of the Cockney in radio 
drama—Oh, come, come. Why 


can't I behave myself! 

Two hundred and sixty-eight 
hours a week. The Proms, Frankie 
Howerd, Bertrand Russell, Edmundo 
Ros, Epictetus . . . all for a pound 
a year Music! Talks! News! 
Variety! Drama! Features! The 
B.B.C. would disapprove of the 
exclamation marks; I don’t think 
its typewriters have them; yet the 
whole thing is one gigantic, pulsating 
exclamation mark; to consider one 
of its multifold activities is stupe- 
fying: to ponder the structure of one 
major programme is mystifying 
And to try to capture anything of 
it at all in one short article—that's 
simply mortifying. Believe me. 

J. B. Booruroyp 
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O* Sunday, August 27, 1950, at 

9.40 p.m. sharp, a wry smile 
might have been seen puckering the 
corners of my mouth and distorting 
the linear control of my features. 
The occasion was the highly success- 
ful B.B.C, television transmission 
from Calais, “Television Crosses the 
Channel,” a programme heralded on 
all sides with fanfares of incredulity. 
“Exactly a hundred years after the 
first message was sent by submarine 
telegraph between England and 
France,” ran one announcement in 
the Radio Times, “the first television 
pictures are transmitted across the 
sea from one nation to another.” 
Well, as any televiewer situated on 
the south-secking flank of the 
Greensand ridge in Surrey is fully 
aware, this was an obvious and 
unmitigated mensonge: television 
pictures have been crossing the 
Channel for several years—in both 
directions, and without heavy 
greasing. 

There are televiewers in Calais 
who have never received a pro- 
gramme from Paris, and for whom 
la télévision is synonymous with 
Alexandra Palace. There are tele- 
viewers in Surrey who often get 
pictures from Paris, and for whom 
TV means the endless drama of the 
struggle between London and Paris 
for possession of their screens. | am 
such a televiewer: on numerous 
oceasions T have seen and heard the 
programmes disseminated from the 
Eiffel Tower, and regularly, two or 
three times a week, I am driven to 
distraction and an early bed by the 
dark shadows of Gallic interference. 

A few months ago a television 
aerial was hoisted above a large 
house in my neighbourhood. I gave 
the new viewers a week or so to ex- 
periment with frustration and then 
got in touch with them by phone. 


Fvenement: 


“Could I speak to General 
| said, 

“Speaking,” he said. 

“T wanted to know what kind of 
French interference you're getting.” 

“Interference 

“On your television.” 

“You want the gardener,” he 
said. “It’s his apparatus.” 

The gardener told me that he 
hal already complained to the 
B.B.C,, the G.P.O. and the Govern- 
ment, but had received only cour- 
teous notes of acknowledgment. 

So, with Mr. Punch’s Artist, I 
went to Paris to explore every 
avenue and boulevard. In the Rue 
Mogador we found one of those 
delightful little restaurant-bar estab- 
lishments—mahogany, chromium, 
check table-cloths, mustard pots in 
profusion and murals painted by 
some artist who'd left his cheque- 
book chez-lui. 

At one end of the counter stood 
a television receiver, a massive 
structure rather like a roll-top desk 
lying on its side, but it was not 
easy to gauge the quality of the 


programme. Reception was impeded 
hy the presence of a large cat or chat, 
which sat immediately in front of 
the screen in the orchestra stalls and 
a dish of olives, and a mendicant 
accordionist with a rigid repertoire 
of “Oh, What a Beautiful Morning.” 
Moreover, the would-be viewer's 
attention was repeatedly distracted 
by the solicitations of fortune- 
telling gipsies, newspaper-sellers 
and dealers in squares of Oriental 
carpet. The cat, however, was 
obviously enchanted, 

From the Rae Mogador we 
closed in on the headquarters of La 
Télévision Francaise in the Rue 
Cognacq-Jay, pres du Champ-de- 
Mars, and by pooling our command 
of the language we managed to win 
interviews with top-notch tech- 
nicians and permission to examine 
les installations. 

La télévision, we learned, was 
predicted by Jules Verne some fifty 
years ago in his “La Journés d'un 
Journaliste Americain en 1989," was 
successfully demonstrated by Bar- 
thélémy in 1929, and became a 
regular service in 1937, At the 
moment the Rue Cognacq-Jay is 
agitated almost to breaking-point 
by the decision to switch from their 
455-line definition system to one of 
819 lines—“L’ Administration fran- 
caise, considérant que la télévision est 
sortie du stade expérimental et qu'il 
est désormais possible d’envisager dex 
émissions réguliéres sur une vaste 
échelle, définit les normes du réseau 
francais . . . fixe a 819 lignes la 
trame des images.” In other words 
the French have decided that dis- 
organization now, when the number 
of televiewers is small (less than 
fifty thousand) and before the new 
network of stations based on Paris, 
Lille and Lyons has been eatab- 
lished, is infinitely preferable to 
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disorganization later. The French 
are a logical people. 

Having sampled this new, high- 
definition TV, I must admit that I 
find its precision disturbing. The 
picture is very good indeed: there is 
no softening, penumbral uncertainty 
to diaguise the beads of moisture on 
a speaker's forehead and the flaws 
in his make-up. The British tele- 
vision camera can lie: not so the new 


French model, It will be interesting 
to see how many important person- 
ages (actreases, politicians, Test 
cricketers) will risk their reputations 
under the bright lights and minute 
scrutiny of the 819-line equipment. 

“J’dtais sous VUimpression,” 1 
said to one technician, “que vous 
employies la Tour Eiffel. C'est vrai, 
n'est-ce pas?” 

“Oui, qui transporte les 
signaux dans l'espace est rayonnée 
par des antennes situdes juste au- 
dessous du drapeau de la Tour.” 

“Vraiment 

Sure, the tower's nearly a 
thousand feet high—only a few feet 
less than the Empire State—and 
gives us an effective horizon of about 
eighty miles.” 

“Mais non,” I said. “C'est . . 


much more que ¢a Nous receivons 
tos programmes en Surrey 
“Impossible,” he said in English 
The studios in the Rae Cognacq 
Jay are, oddly enough, far more 
palatial than those at Alexandra 
Palace, though they are cluttered 
with the same plethora of cables, 
trip-wires, booms, gibbets, gantries 
wall-bars and microphones. Two 
new studios just been con 


structed -—handsome jobs like indoor 
aerodromes with gleaming glass 
control-towers. For some reason or 
other the Germans allowed experi 
mental television to continue 
throughout the Occupation and 
built a fine studio (equipped with 
Fernseh apparatus) to seat three 
hundred people. It may be that 
Hitler wanted the largest possible 
audience for his coronation as 
emperor of the world. But in 1944 
the dream faded and les installations 
were destroyed. 

The only marked differences in 
studio practice between Alexandra 
Palace and the Rue Cognacq-Jay 
are that French producers usually 
make do with fewer cameras than 
the English, and that they use fixed 
microphones instead of those things 
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or long poles which follow the per- 
formers round the set at A.P. and 
sometimes dip into vision on our 
sereens. 

There have been notable tele- 
vision broadcasts of midnight Mass 
in Notre Dame and of the Tour de 
France, but the cameras do not 
leave the studios as often as they do 
in England. There are, of course, no 
five-day Tests to record. Recently 


there have been first-rate perform. 
ances of “ L’ Arlésienne,” “* Les Jours 
Heureux,” “ Le Barbier de Séville,” 
“Tosca” and “Mam 'zelle Nitouche,” 
of ballet, jazz and music hall-—“ Les 
Galas de rentrée de Maurice 
Chevalier” and “Toulouse-Lautrec 
au Music-hall.” 

As an involuntary client of the 
Rue Cognacq-Jay I look forward 
eagerly to the time when la télé. 
vision francaise will be in techni- 
couleur glorieux. What fun I shall 
have with my controls! How 
enthusiastically I shall twiddle 
knobs labelled “amplitude,” “lumin- 
osité,” “cadrage,” concentration,” 
“synchro” and such-like! But there 

I am forgetting the interference I 
shall get from Alexandra Palace. 
HoLLowoop 


| 
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FAN 


4 ke E day is done; the old sun heads for cover. 
I hasten with a tremulous delight 
Towards my radio, like an eager lover, 
To hunt the divers noises of the night. 


Above my roof the aerial, boldly soaring, 

Sucks the faint signals from the dripping vault; 
Within my room a squeaking and a roaring 

Show my condenser is again at fault, 


The Word, long-prisoned, now goes wandering freely 
Across the heavens, shouldering the stars, 

That counter-propaganda in Swahili 
May reach the baffled denizens of Mars; 


While I, the indefatigable tuner, 

Have all the world of culture at my hand, 
Including the inexorable crooner 

And the inevitable rumba band. 


Should I betake me to the Pier Pavilion, 
Where ancient jests their ancient traffic ply! 
Or should T hear some extracts from Quintilian 
Lisped by a better Latinist than I? 


The masterpieces of Norwegian drama 
Unfold for me their melancholy acts; 
Someone describes the habits of the Hama 

For earnest folk addicted to the facta. 


Here they are interviewing Betty Grable 

And there an ardent Komsomol from Merv; 
Elsewhere four sages gathered round a table 

Reply to questions with unflagging verve. 


Nation is speaking something unto nation; 

It may be (though it does not sound like) peace. 
But of this polyglot reverberation 

One thing is certain; that it does not cease. 


Long after midnight, when the stars are waning 
And Morpheus lays his spell on maid and man, 
I still can hear some amateur explaining 
His circuit to a friend in Yucatan. 


O Pioneers! To your devoted labours, 
Triumphant in the end, I owe it all. 

I only wish that you could hear my neighbours 

Knoek their applause upon the party wall. 

R. P. Lister 
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“But Sir Bedivere always walks the battlements at this hour. 
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Can't think, what's keeping bim.” 


ON MY WAVELENGTH 
Amoyxe THE Grepoxs 


yet would the average listener do with a Javanese 
silver wou-wou! Wear it! Spend it? He woukl 
be hard put to it to do either. The wou-wou is a 
member of the gibbon family. The Governors of the 
B.B.C. are always eager to get in touch with anyone 
who has an unusual experience to relate, and it was 
only to be expected that Mr. Bartram Pounceley, who 
has recently spent six months with the Burmese white- 
handed gibbons, would soon be asked to call. 

“To a man whose only companions for some con- 
siderable time have been gibbons,” confessed Mr. 
Pounceley, “interviews of this kind are something of 
an ordeal, but I soon felt at home with the Governors. 
It was arranged that I should give a ten-minute talk, 
the greater part being devoted to a description of the 
gibbons’ way of life, with a final few words on the ways 
in which they differ from the human race. My plans! 
Well, the B.B.C. has been very kind, and I am to see 
something of the organization while I'm here. Then 
I think I'd like to spend six months among the Assamese 
hoolocks——they're gibbons too.” 

Mr. Pounceley’s talk will be heard on the Home 
Service at eight o'clock on Friday. 


“Tuat Man Jownson”™ 


Freely adapted by H. J. Bollinger from Boswell’s 
immortal biography, the new serial which begins in 
the Light Programme next week is an attempt to 
introduce to a larger public one of the most illustrious 
figures in English letters. Mr. Bollinger’s hero, deadly 
swordsman and champion cross-country runner, may 
perhaps be received dubiously by Johnsonians, but a 
few embellishments may well be excused if they are the 
means of launching the great lexicographer on the air. 

In the first episode, “The Fight at the Cross-roads,” 
we find the King deliberating the matter of a pension 
for Johnson. Mrs, Thrale warns Johnson that his 
deadly enemy, Lord Chesterfield, is riding to London 
to advise the King against granting the pension. 
Johnson, engaged in @ cross-country race, is powerless 
to intervene, but Reynolds and Goldsmith, with Topham 


Beauclerk, ride to intercept Chesterfield. A_ fight- 


ensues, and Reynolds and his friends are being worsted 
by Chesterfield’s party when Johnson, his race won, 
arrives in time to turn the scales 

Not much of Johnson's conversation is heard, but 
in the second episode, “Langton to the Rescue,” 
Boswel! is introduced, and he and Johnson discuss 
second sight as, hotly pursued by Lord Bute and his 
retainers, they gallop towards Bolt Court 


A Nicut on tHe Garoie 


The north-country angler, when the water is low 
in the summer months, often finds that his only chance 
of success is to fish during the hours of darkness. This 
is the practice in lovely little Gargledale, one of the 
most charming and secluded of northern valleys. Last 


August Tom Tilthman visited the dale and got 
acquainted with some of the local tishermen. The result, 
“A Night on the Gargle,” can be heard in the Home 
Service next Tuesday. We shall first visit the “Foul. 
hooked Trout,” where the anglers gather before going 
down to the river. Toasts will be drank and the 
Gargledale Glee Singers will be heard in local favourites. 
Next we join Tom Tilthman and Albert Pogle in the 
tail of the Vicarage Pool. (“They wade pretty deep,” 
Tom told me, ‘so of course [ had to wado too, It was 
piteh black, and Pogle's first cast made a real bird's 
nest round my microphone. We had a good laugh 
over that.”) Since it was anti¢ipated that some time 
might elapse before a fish was hooked it was arranged 
that the Gargledale Glee Singers, in waders. of course, 
should join Pogle and Tilthman in the pool. Listeners 
will hear ‘‘Owd Gargle's a-gurglin’,” and the first few 
bars of “Hey, hi, come slummockin’.” A fish was 
hooked at this point, and it was unfortunately found 
necessary to omit part of the recording. “‘ Pogle trod 
one of the singers under water,” laughed Tom, “but 
we think nothing of a wetting in Gargledale.” 

No country-lover or fisherman should. miss this 
programme. 


Laverrer Bora His Srpes.. . 

“TL smoked my first cigarette at the age of ten,” 
confesses Reg Ponting in “Stand Out From Under!” 

“ Did they have tobacco then 1” asks George Cramp. 
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In this hilarious new Light Programme entertain- 
ment, already running a close second in popularity to 
Jack Joplin's “Have a Bash!” a good deal of the fun 
lies in the jocular exaggerations of Ponting's age, and 
in his retaliatory jibes at Crump's untidiness. 

“I'm going to take a tramp over the hills,” says 
May Banks. 

“Take Crump,” suggests Ponting. 

The programme abounds in catch -phrasés which 
stick in the mind, and all over the country people can 
be heard repeating Crump's mock-lugubrious ‘Got any 
soap, chum?" (“It eame to me in my bath,” quipped 
script-writer Bert Jarvey.) 

In next Saturday's instalment of the adventures of 
this madcap trio I understand that the ill-fated Crump 
has the misfortune to lock himself out of his flat! 
When Ponting comes to the rescue with an ominously 
rickety ladder there is a lively time ahead for the 
irrepressible May Banks (“It's an up and down exist- 
ence,” cracks Crump), and the fun waxes fast and 
furious as the amateur burglars at last succeed in 
breaking into—the wrong flat! 


Bearps Wace ALL 


The proposal that the men of Braceby-cum- 
Bentham should grow beards in readiness for the 
pageantry of the Festival of Britain has caused a good 
deal of dissension in this quaint old market town. It 
ix pointed out that while farmers, clergymen and others 
may undergo no hardship it is unfair to expect those 
whose success in life depends largely on an immaculate 
turn-out to jeopardize their chances with a heavy 
beard. In the high-powered business executive of 
to-day the slightest suggestion of the patriarch would 
be immediately fatal 

On Tuesday night in the Town Hall the Braceby 
Festival organizer—he is already bearded—will debate 
the question with Armand de Lacey, a local dance-band 
leader; and a B.B.C. team consisting of an historian, 
« hairdresser and the head of a well-known business 
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college will answer questions put to them by the 
audience. (Light Programme.) 


‘Tat Doc Cavsor”™ 


Last Wednesday's exuberant production of Bal- 
lantyne’s “The Dog Crusoe” in the Third Programme 
was undoubtedly a personal triumph for Mark Bantam, 
who adapted the work for the radio. Enjoyed by 
generations of schoolboys as an exciting tale of hunters 
and Red Indians on the great prairie, “The Dog 
Crusoe "’ is of course in reality a bitter attack on Tenny- 
son and Carlyle, who are mercilessly portrayed as the 
treacherous Indians, Mahtawa and San-it-sa-rish. 
Ballantyne himself figures as Dick Varley, the hero. 
It may be true, as Tennyson hotly asserted, that the 
fall in the sales of Jn Memoriam was brought about by 
the publication of Martin Rattler. It is hard to excuse, 
nevertheless, the vindictiveness that led him to join 
Carlyle in browbeating the Archbishop of Canterbury 
into denying poor Ballantyne that entry into Holy 
orders upon which he had set his heart, and we may 
well imagine that the passage dealing with Mahtawa’s 
theft of Dick Varley’s “two-shotted medicine gun” 
(Ballantyne’s career in the Church) would be penned 
with some venom 

In last year’s stage production of The Dog Crusoe 
the author's hidden theme was brought to light by 
means of ballet interludes. Mr. Bantam has adopted 
the bold course of sketching out an operetta (he is a 
great-nephew of Puccini), with parts for Ballantyne and 
his mother, Tennyson, Carlyle and Ruskin, and this is 
skilfully intermingled with the dialogue. A very 
minor criticism here is that in the interpretation of 
Dick Varley's struggle with a grizzly bear Ballantyne’s 
mother is heard in a soprano solo. Now we know very 
well that Mrs. Varley took no part in the grizzly bear 
incident, so that this solo tends rather to confuse the 
issue. Apart from thia I have nothing but praise for 
an excellent entertainment which deserves a second 
hearing at an early date T. S. Warr 


3 
End of The Radio Charivari 
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TARZAN AND THE BANKERS’ RAMP 


The following fragment is alleged to have been found among the papers of 


the late Mr. Edgar Rice Burroughs 


It is not possible yet to pronounce 


upon its authenticity; but students of Mr. Burroughs’ work will undoubt- 
edly recognize features in it characteristic of the best work of the author 
of “Tarzan of the Apes.” 


“FPHINGS are moving in the City 
to-day. The bears are out in 
force, I hear.” 

“What effect will that have?” 

“Impossible to say. Kaflirs will 
likely take a knock.” 

“Yes, I suppose that ix quite 
possible.” 

Tarzan, Lord Greystoke, pricked 
up his mighty ears as the above 
conversation came borne across 
the smoking-room of his exclusive 
London club on the tell-tale wings of 
Shivva, the draught. The lord of the 
jungle was instantaneously alert. 
If Beara, the bear, was on the trail 
again things might look black 
indeed for Kaffirs. And who could 
say that among the Kaffirs to suffer 
most might not be his own Waziri 
tribesmen, to whom he owed 
allegiance as their war-chief ! 

With one bound the ape-man 
was down the steps of his club 
before his immaculate fellow-mem- 
bers had even realized his intentions. 
Tarzan was in a hurry. He followed 
the well-defined game-trail that led 
towards Charing Cross until he came 
to a spot where he knew that Bussa, 
the bus, was wont to pause in his 
lumbering journey towards the 
east, and stationed himself in an 
advantageous position 

He had not long to wait. A 
moment later the enormous scarlet 
monster was upon him, and with 
superhuman agility the ape-man 


swung himself upwards and inwards 
on to the platform. It was barely a 
minute before they were threading 
their way through the intricate net- 
work of trails that crossed and re- 


* crossed in the heart of that mighty 


metropolis. 

Soon Tarzan’'s sensitive nostrils 
caught the scent-spoor that caused 
the hairs at the nape of his neck to 
bristle like the quills of Stikka, the 
porcupine. Beara was somewhere 
in the vicinity! 

Following the trail with that 
unerring accuracy which he had 
learnt as a boy in the African jungle 
Tarzan made for a vast building that 
towered eighty feet into the air on 
his left. He perceived that a wide 
doorway gave ingress into the 
interior, and it was through this 
that the trail led him. 

Hardly had he taken three steps 
into the dim interior of this building 
than a man barred his way. 

“Where do you think you are 
going queried this individual. 

Tarzan looked down at him 
haughtily 

“Tam Tarzan,” he said. “Where 
Tarzan wishes to go, Tarzan goes.” 

The other gave him an arrogant 
glance 

Then Tarzan had better wish 
to go outside again,” he said un- 
pleasantly. 

With the swift instinet of the 
jungle the ape-man reached for his 
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hunting-knife, only to realize that 
once more Fate was against him. 

He had left it in his other 
trousers! 

Hardly had the lord of the jungle 
realized his appalling predicament 
than a new factor entered into the 
reckoning. Another man appeared 
from in back of the first one and 
addressed Tarzan with every ap- 
pearance of respect. 

“Lord Greystoke, I believe!” 

“Tam Lord Greystoke,” agreed 
the beast-man. 

“T should be honoured if you 
would spare me a moment.” 

Outwardly casual, but inwardly 
watching the man’s every move, 
‘Tarzan followed the stranger into an 
inner chamber. 

“My name is Mendelssohn,” the 
stranger introduced himself “I 
understand that you take an in- 
terest in Kaffirs.” 

“The news travels with the 
speed of Usha, the wind,” Tarzan 
agreed, smiling. 

“Then you will perhaps agree to 
assist me in my campaign.” 

Accustomed as he was to making 
the lightning decisions of the jungle, 
Tarzan yet paused to consider. 
True, the fellow was outwardly 
friendly, and he had undoubtedly 
saved the ape-man’s life in his 
encounter with the creature at the 
door; and yet Tarzan was not overly 
inclined to trust him. 

“ First,” he suggested, “it might 
be as well if you were to tell me the 
object of your campaign and how it 
is to be achieved.” 


\ 


“That is reasonable,” agreed 
Mendelssohn. ' You know of course 
that...” 

Here several pages of the manu- 
script are missing. 

. . » with the uncanny instinct 
that he had learnt at the breast of 
his foster-mother, Kala, the lord of 
the jungle took stock of his position. 
Stocka, the stock, and Shara, the 
share, were by now falling so rapidly 
that if he did not get out from his 
then position the ape-man would 
himself become involved in their 
headlong descent and perhaps be 
swept away to certain destruction. 

Suddenly there came to his sen- 
sitive nostrils a scent-spoor familiar 
to him through his long years of 
training in the African jungle. The 


Waziri tribesmen had arrived, and 
Tarzan knew that from then on all 
woukl be well. 

Binding Mendelssohn securely to 
a chair the ape-man made his way 
to the outer chamber. The sight that 
met his mighty eyes was encour- 


aging. The Kaffirs had rallied at the 
far side of the room, and as Tarzan 
hounded to their assistance it was 
already clear that Stecka, the stock, 
and Shara, the share, had nothing 
further to fear. Bracing his mighty 
shoulders the ape-man checked 
their fall with the superhuman 
strength of his chrome-steel sinews. 

“ Mendelssohn is inside,” he told 
the leader of the Waziri, jerking his 
mighty thumb over his shoulder 
“One of your men can deal with him. 
After that there is nothing further to 
do but to clean up.” 

From the great rafters of the 
Stock Exchange there echoed the 
hideous ery of the bull ape that has 


made its kill. B. A. Youre 
a a 
SNOW-FIGHT 


ENNY missed me when we met 
In a fierce and sudden sortie; 
Time, you thief, let me forget 
Just for once that I am forty; 
Say I'm bald, obese and mad; 
Say that others must aasist me, 
Panting, to my feet, but add 
Jenny missed me, 
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TRANSFORMATION SCENE 


AST night, a dim and damp-invaded form, 

-4 1 ecowered in a doorway from the storm 
And suddenly there shone a wondrous light 
And festive day out-elbowed furtive night; 
And all about me reared the rambler rose 
And rustic seats invited sweet repose, 

And clematis careered without restraint 

Up old-world walls and came ali over quaint, 
And mossy dells and grottos fairly glowed 
With captive sprite and composition toad 
Bushes there were divinely blue, and blooms 
In jolly jars in dainty dining rooms, 

And village smithies wedged with soulful steed. 
And winsome dogs on tasteful tartan leads; 
Deer coming down all Disney-eyed to drink 
And tiny tots inordinately pink. 

Galleons I saw upon the deep in droves 

And arty little craft in Cornish coves, 


And owls in evening dress, and comic cats 

Who danced the jig in Dolly Varden hats 

A world it was deliciously remote 

From douches down the neck and feet afloat; 

Where knees would never knock nor eyes have 
squints 

And autumn gleamed with all those topping 
tinte ; 

And where the poor were always picturesque 

And artful apes essayed the arabesque. 

I looked again and gazed on bygone scenes 

With beaux in boots and belles in crinolines 

And maids with melting eyes but underneath 

Not in the least like Niobe—all teeth; 

And many a jolly jovial hunting set 

Unmoved by mice that danced the minuet. 

It was the jocund hour when laws relax 

And lighting is allowed for almanacks. 

Daniet Perriwarp 
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“ And earlier this year his bens scratched my bulbs up.” 
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CONVERSATIONS IN 
UPPER THAMES STREET 


LAYING A GHOST 


 ewcinr~e came in quickly, with a 
hurried glance behind, and care- 
fully closed the door, He took his 
usual seat, but swung it round and 
eat with his baek to the windows. 
“Cup of tea strong and sweet, 
please,” he said gruffly. He looked 
distinctly shaken and his face was 
pale. 

“Looks aa if he's seen a ghost,” 
George remarked, and several in the 
company nodded agreement. 

Thorn drank deeply from his 
cup of strong sweet tea _and turned 
his coat collar up at the back 

“Did Bella ever tell you about 
the ghost they had?” Irma said. 
“Laugh! This face kept coming 
between her and her Albert in the 
pictures and places like that. When- 
ever it was dark Albert was blotted 
out with two big glaring eyes and 
some long whiskers, faintly luminous. 
Bella had to break it off in the end.” 

“IT never recommend long en- 
gagements,” Thorn said, speaking 
for the first time since ordering his 
tea. “My own experience of them is 
not happy. I was engaged once for 
twenty years to a girl named 
Loretta Lickfold. Daily, almost 
hourly, I watched our love ripen, 
and then in the short space of three 
weeks she met and married a man 
who lived by playing the cinema 
organ. I was deeply wounded when 
she preferred so coarse a fellow to 
one who had learned the harp- 
sichord for her sake. He had 
whiskers and glaring eyes too.” 

“It wouldn't have been Bella's 
Albert's fellow though,” 
pointed out, “because he hadn't a 
body. Luckily no one but Bella ever 
saw him.” 

“When I was engaged to Loretta 
there were no queues,” Thorn re- 
marked 

“ Waan't that the time Bella was 
walking out with a gaoler?” put 
in Perey 

“T was formerly a gaoler, oddly 
enough,” Thorn interposed, “though 
I assure you it was before Bella's 
time. One night when I was 
supposed to be dining with the 
Governor one of the prisoners 


blacked my eye and took my keys 
and uniform and impersonated me 
and ate the dinner and kept them 
all in fits and then escaped on the 
Governor's bieycle. The annoying 
thing was, they thought it was me, 
owing to the Governor being short- 
sighted and his daughter not liking 
to contradict him. So when he 
missed his bicycle he started the 
hue and cry after me, instead of this 
chap, #o of course he got away ; and 
meanwhile I was doing his time.” 
“But surely you shouted and 
screamed when you came to?” 
Percy protested. 
“Pooh!” said 
Thorn. “Who would 
believe a prisoner? It 
was my second day in 
the job and nobody 
knew me, No, I set- 
tled down and did six 
months. How | met 
Loretta Lickfold arose 
directly out of this in- 
cident, by a strange 
chance. Her brother 
was doing some time 
as well as me, and we 
were released on the 
same day. As we 
passed, blinking, into 
the strong sunlight of 
freedom Loretta, who 
was waiting, rushed 
forward with a glad 
ery and embraced me, crying “My 
dear one! My dear one!” Yon 
must remember she hadn't seen her 
brother for ten years. After that, 
and when it was all explained and 
we'd had a good laugh, I took a 
room her mother happened to have 
to let because I felt I couldn't face 
all the explanations Mary the gir! I 
knew before would have wanted.” 
“I quite see that,” one of the 
taxi drivers said with deep feeling. 
“It was this circumstance that 
brought me into contact, through 
Lucien Lickfold, the brother, with 
the strange events at Z Castle 
the following Christmas. Loretta 
had already made arrangements to 
go and nurse a sick friend through 
the final stages of mumps, and 
rather than distract her from this 
ministering endeavour, and being 
unwilling to pass Christmas with old 
Mrs. Lickfold, who was deaf and 
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seldom said anything except ‘I don’t 
permit smoking in my first floor front 
because of the velvet curtains’ | 
agreed to spend a few days in the 
west country with Lucien and learn 
the harpsichord.” 

‘We always used to go to a 
place in the country when I was a 
kid,” one of the taxi-drivers said. 
“IT hated it: everything frozen, all 
the offices out of doors and the 
chimneys used to smoke, New Year 
in Hackney was paradise.” 

“I well remember my first sight 
of Z——— Castle,” Thorn went on. 
“Tt was a bitterly cold night, with 


ragged clouds hurrying over the pale 
face of the moon, and a hint of snow 
to come. I was the only passenger 
to alight from the local train at 
Z—— Halt, it was like coming to 
the end of the world. One flickering 
gas lamp lighted the draughty little 
platform. ‘Now, my good fellow,’ 
1 remember saying to the porter, 
‘can you direct me to Z——— Castle?’ 
1 can very distinctly recall the queer 
look he gave me as he answered. 
‘Z Castle,’ he said, in a voice 
that would have scared an under- 
taker. Then he extended a long and 
skinny arm towards the west. I 
handed him my ticket, grasped my 
grip, and hurried off. I never saw 
him again.” 

“Tf that was old Simon Higgs at 
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Z Halt I don’t suppose you 
did,” one of the van drivers 
agreed. “ He wasn’t there above 
six months before he went mad 
and they transferred him to 
Mangotafield.” 

“What happened then?” 
Irma asked Thorn, her eyes 
shining with excitement. 

“As I reached the brow of 
the hill and looked across the 
fens below, with their melan- 
choly waters and rustling reeds, 
the snow began silently to fall. 
Far across the waterlogged 
meadows I could see the huge 
and decaying pile of Z—— 
Castle. As I stood there a faint 
single light gleamed and was 
extinguished in the tallest 
tower, and I heard the chime 
of the stables clock.” 


Midnight!” hissed Irma. 

“Well, no,” Thorn corrected, 
“it was a quarter past seven, 
actually. I juessed that the Duke of 
dined early, and I according 
put forward my best foot. In about 
another fifteen minutes I was 
tapping at the castle door,” 

“Pooh,” said the man with the 
sneer, “you don’t tap at castle 
doors: they have great thundering 
knockers, or a rusty iron bell-pull 
that takes all your strength to move, 
and a brazen-tongued monster deep 
in the bowels of the castle sends 
forth a solemn note. I read books 
about it.” 

“At Z—-— Castle I tapped,” 
Thorn persisted, ‘‘but I am bound 
to admit that nobody came.” 

“Was you stopping with the 
Duke?” Irma asked, wide-eyed. 
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“Strietly speaking, no,” Thorn 
admitted, “1 was spending Christ- 
mas with Loretta’s brother, Lucien, 
who was the second footman at 
Z——- Castle and an accomplished 
harpsichord player.” 

“One of those Americans that 
was in here last summer kept on 
calling the other Duke, but I don’t 
think he was real,” George said. 

“The Duke of Z—— was real 
enough,” Thorn affirmed. “Tt was a 
scream to mect him in the formal 
gardens when Lucien and me were 
practising advanced fingering for the 
harpsichord. Lucien would stand 
up, pretty stiff and looking silly, and 
merge himself as far as possible into 
the background, and I would say 
cheerfully ‘Hullo there, Z——’ and 
the Duke would bow almost imper- 
ceptibly and allow one eye to rest 
for perhaps half a second on the 
table where we had the cigars and 
drinks set out, and so pass on.” 

“Pass on...” said Irma, ex- 
citedly. “Tell us about that!” 

“You misunderstand the 
phrase,” Thorn replied. “And yet 
there was something undeniably 
strange about life at Z-—— Castle, 
especially at night. I think the 
reason was the disproportionately 
large number of violent events which 
had taken place within its walls 
during ten troubled centuries. All 
had left their mark. And then of 
course the ghosts quarrelled a good 
deal among themselves. Weirds and 
horrors and indissoluble stains were 
everywhere, and although there was 
only one phantom coach there were 
enough headless horses to pull it in 
relays from Z to John o’ Groats, 
though T cannot recall that the 
attempt was ever made.” 

“1 don't believe in ghosts,” said 
the man with the sneer. 

“And why should you?” 
Irma said, scornfally. “You never 
stopped with a duke.” 

“Well, after about a week of all 
this, snowing continually and what 
with the brandy and cigars and the 
queer looks of the Duke and not 
being able to sleep for the goings on, 
it crassed my mind that a bit of 
garlic might help like it did in 
Dracula. So 1 asked for a little 
garlic and the fools chopped it up 
in the tapioca pudding. I would 


have gone home but Loretta said | 
necdn't come back until I had 
mastered the harpsichord, because 
her mother didn't mind people that 
could play but she wasn't going to 
let her first floor front to a strummer. 
Besides, when I used occasionally 
to conduct the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra it came in useful when 
they used to say, as they frequently 
did, ‘What does he know about 
music?’ and I could reply ‘Probably 
no one but Lucien Lickfold executes 
better on the harpsichord,’ and that 
silenced the most vociferous critic- 
iam, even in Boston. Where was I?” 

“Eating tapioca pudding and 
garlic,” George reminded him. 
“When [| was with a mobile 
laundry ——” 

“Shut up,” said three people. 

“Well, the worst was this giant 
figure with the battle-axe that used 
to stand by my bed and count ten 
slowly and then bring it down, plop! 
on the counterpane. That was the 
nasty part, that plop! when you'd 
got yourself all keyed up for a really 
crashing blow. Of course it was 
probably quite enough for the guilty 
Lady Eva in 1468. So I rigged up a 
system of bolsters and a football 
bladder, and the next time the 
ghostly axe went plop! it directed a 
thin stream of cold water into Sir 
Bertram's phantom eye. I've seen 
plenty of ghosts nonplus people, 
but I've never seen a person so spon- 
taneously nonplus a ghost as I did 
that night. They told me afterwards 
that not only had Sir Bertram not 
been seen since but the Lady Eva’s 
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moans had turned to silvery laughter 
in the east boudoir.” 

“What else did you dot” Irma 
asked eagerly. 

“T had my first good night's 
sleep,” Thorn assured her, “ because 
I'd got used to the racket in the 
corridor. But the next evening, 
encouraged by my success, I took a 
stroll round the battlements about 
midnight to see if I could see the 
chap who kept on calling ‘Let me 
out! Let me out!’ followed by 
maniacal laughter. I ran him to 
earth in a cupboard in Mad Harry's 
Turret.” 

“And what did you do then?” 
asked the man with the sneer. 

“Why, I let him out of course,” 
Thorn answered. “He told me it 
had taken him three hundred years 
to find anyone with that amount of 
common gumption,” 

“IL wouldn't call it common, 
then,” said the man with the sneer, 
scoring a debating point. 

“We don’t expect a tuppenny 
cup of tea to sit here all day,” Irma 
said warningly 

“After that I went from strength 
to strength. I found a mixture of 
soda and cod-liver oil that com- 
pletely defeated all but two of the 
indissoluble stains, and we stood 
the cats’ plates on the others so that 
they didn’t show, and I reasoned so 
firmly with the White Lady about 
her little business that she went and 
groaned in the west stables, where 
she was drowned by the noise of the 
dynamo. On top of that, in the last 
three days of my visit, I finally 
mastered the harpsichord. The only 
thing we couldn't account for at 
first was an entirely new set of 
groans, and these we finally traced 
back to the Duke of Z-——. I re- 
turned to London, and for the next 
nineteen years and eight months all 
was bright hopes and the dear love 
of Loretta. Then the end came.” 

“What we would like to know,” 
said Perey, “is why when you first 
came in you was so pale and shaky ?” 

“T thought I saw Loretta Lick- 
fold descending from a bus,” Thorn 
admitted, looking round nervously. 
“IT looked again and saw it was: so 
I bolted.” 

“You wouldn't have got away if 
it had of been Bella,” Irma said. 
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ABROAD THOUGHTS FROM HOME 


BRITISH winter's night! O fearsome thing! 
Coal hath no heat nor power-houses power 
To warm the Bard; here sits he shivering 
Till laggard clocks may strike his bedtime hour 
What can he do but turn his thoughts adrift, 
Bid memory out and rove the long sea roads, 
Quit these discomforts and in fancy shift 
To what the unletter’d call the Antipodes, 
Dwelling in envy on that coamic wonder 
The fact that now it’s summertime Down Under 


At Cottesloe they're sporting in the surf; 
Down the Swan River pienie parties throng; 
Green, green at Randwick shines the hoof-scarred 

turf; 

At Jolimont it’s cricket all day long; 
At Albury and Yass and Gundagai 

Hlalf-naked men drink stingo at their ease; 
Wallabies pant for water and on high 

Sun-soaked koalas slumber in the trees; 
At Hobart, Bondi Beach and Paramatta 
It's cotton frocks, sun hats and a regatta. 


The Aucklanders are cursing at the heat; 
Seantily-covered maidens sit and dream 
At Rotorua while, along the street, 
Obliging geysers fountain red-hot steam; 
Lake Wannaka a sparkling sun beguiles; 
In Christchurch parasols are all the rage; 
Cloudless and clear, Aorangi stands and smiles 
Across the Hooker to the Hermitage; 
Crazy would he be held who took the lead in 
Wearing a tie and collar in Dunedin. 


There are such places. Why then do we bear 
The British winter's rigour and despair? .. . 
Because, old boy, we cannot raise the fare. 


H. B. 
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SWEET MYSTERY 
| HAVE been going to tea at Mrs. 


Sibley'’s ever since I was young 
enough to believe her when she told 
me that the shrimps she offered me 
were pink grasshoppers. However 
warmly 1 am shaking hands with 
my hostess I can never prevent my 
eyes from wandering to the table by 
the window ; but this is not so much 
wreed as detective work 

Mrs. Sibley feasts me at least 
five times a year in the upstairs 
room, where the old, downhill floor 
makes progress towards the tea 
table easier than departure from it, 
and where the afternoon sun, thrown 
back from the Regency stucco across 
the street, floodlights the lavish 
immensity of the meal, bringing 
stained-glass colours out of jam and 
jelly, spotlighting the silver muffin. 
dish and giving a bland halo to the 
madeira cake. What I am looking 
for, however, is the disguise; for 
Mrs. Sibley plays tricks with food. 

When I was a little girl she 
enjoyed mystifying me with such 
things as an average-looking poached 
egg which turned out to be half a 
tinned peach lying face down in 
whipped cream; and fake sausages 
which she made by rolling bananas 
in brown syrup. T remember, too, 


helping her to prepare her famous 
“goldfish marmalade"’; cutting the 
fish out of the orange peel took ages. 

Some people might say that she 
has never grown up, but, to look at, 
Mrs. Sibley is a rather sedate old 
lady, who for a quarter of a century 
has been quite content to live alone, 
except for three durable pets. For 
fourteen years there was a leaping, 
whiskery dog; then came a rather 
soulless, pallid canary that | could 
never get any sense out of; and after 
that she got a heavy brown extro- 
vert cat inadvisedly named Etfie 
who comes and mashes his feet into 
your lap if you show him the smallest 
courtesy. Mrs. Sibley says Elfie 
doesn’t take to everybody, but I 
think he does. She was awfully 
proud of him the day he stole and 


swallowed one of her marzipan 
mice, and said it showed real 
intelligence. 


Mrs. Sibley is an artist, and she 
can be severe with herself. Once, 
when she was preparing for a 
children’s party, I sat watching her 
as she made a batch of little cakes 
shaped like tortoises. She was just 
warming to her work with the green 
almond paste when she suddenly 
decided not to. Wrenching the 
unoffending creatures’ heads off 
she muttered crossly, ‘Bad taste! 
Thoroughly bad taste! Here” 
she passed me a handful of heads 
“you'd better eat these and forget 
about the whole thing.” But 
privately I thought her tortoise 
cakes much more attractive than 
the invention she called ‘flics-in- 
amber,” made of clear lemon jelly 
studded with fat black raisins with 
cloves for legs. 

The bigger the party the more 
ambitious are Mrs. Sibley’s pro- 
ductions. I have feasted on gelatine 
lily ponds with meringue swans and 
chocolate - and - angelica bulrushes; 
I have eaten generation after gen- 
eration of Father Christmases, candy 
floss hair, beard and all; and I have 
been taken poorly after enthusi- 
astically helping to break up the 
Sahara. Mrs. Sibley said com pas- 
sionately that it was a shame, and 
that she 'd been afraid all along that 
those camels were too rich 

On ordinary days Mrs. Sibley 
provides something fairly simple, 
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like a coconut bird’s-nest with a 
clutch of sweets in it, or a short- 
bread rabbit, mach to the interest of 
Elfie, who keeps getting up on the 
table to have a good look. 

But when my birthday comes-—- 
ah!—I have one great consolation 
for each year of my age: the Sibley 
cake. I think she must dream about 
it for days before she assembles it. 
When I was ten it was Cinderella's 
coach; and when I came home on 
leave during the war she managed 
a topical dried-egg-sponge barrage 
balloon, tethered to the plate with 
liquorice cables. 

I was quite childishly impatient 
before my most recent birthday, 
wondering what would crown the 
feast. 1 could hardly wait for the 
hours to pass until I would once 
more be mounting those steep stairs 
and looking at that tantalizing 
table. Indeed, when the birthday 
afternoon came I was so eager that 
I arrived before Mrs. Sibley was 
quite ready for me. I met her at the 
downstairs entrance, 

“I'm just running out for some 
watercress, dear,” she said. ‘Make 
yourself at home.” Up I went, and 
opened the door. 

There was the afternoon sun- 
shine, bathing all the tableful of 
regulation delights, including Elfie 
furtively sniffing at the food; but— 
what was this, on its high-stemmed 
dish ? 

“Happy Birthday,” it an- 
nounced, That's all. Just a round, 
eommonuplace cake, with Happy 
Birthday and one silly little candle. 

Poor Mrs. Sibley,” I murmured 
and felt quite ashamed of my dis- 
appointment. After all, I thought, 
she's getting old, and why should I 
expect her to bother? Mechanically 
unhooking Elfie from the table cloth, 
| dumped him on his cushion and 
sat down to wait. What if the 
sparkle had gone out of my day? I 
was determined not to let Mrs. 
Sibley know it. 


“If only I'd remembered to 
warn you,” bewailed Mrs. Sibley a 
few minutes later, flicking rich 
cream icing off Elfie’s flanks and 
trying to revive the badly squashed 
curves of the marshmallow cushion. 
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Ares from the variety of nature 
in foxes (said the hunteman), 
which is as much as in men, there is 


a variety of race. The common 
breed of them is red and was brought 
as we are told by the men of 
Rhufain, or Rome, to this island. 
But here and there, and more 
particularly here in these mountains 
than there, which may be places you 
are accustomed in, a fashion of foxes 
is found which is grey 

It is bigger and it is rarer and it 
is bolder, with leas of cunning and 
more of inclination to stay and fight 
it out than your rufus-race of 
reynard. And when killed it is 
mounted in museums, which is 
doubtless a covetable distinction. 

They that know will tell you that 
fox it is; which I do not expresaly 


THE LAST WOLF 
deny. But the intuitions of experi- 


ence are another thing; and a tale 
I have to tell which must rely on its 
own moralities without suggestion 
or interpretation from me 

There is a high moor about here 
that has been since the beginning 
of time and has never got further 
than the beginning, as a man well 
knows when he is lifted on the height 
of it and looks down with the same 
eyes that the hills must have. Full 
it is with the relics of old time and 
with deep bog. There is long miles 
of it, close under the sky. And there 
is one farm. 

An old farm with an old name 
that no one can tell the signification 
of these days, set where the moor- 
land edge drops sharp and deep into 
the little valleys. And from it you 
can see the earth with its mountain 
tops and the lines of cloud as mul- 
tifarious caught between sea and 
sky and they painted with the 
colours that sun and moon invent 
for their varying occasions. You 
know that it haa never changed and 
never will; and for that moment 
that you witness it you are lifted 
beyond yourself and old things 
speak to you. 

It was an ancient family that 
lived there. Ita name in Welsh was 
Cystennin, which is the same, it 
seems, as Constantine and is a name 
belonging to days when the men of 
Rome lived and ruled here, from 
whom the lines of many high families 
come down 

But at the time I speak of, the 
place was in the hands of one old 
man who lived there alone. Col 
laterals and cousins he had adjacent 
in the lower valleys and in farm- 
steads more touching the daily 
traffic of the world He would 
receive them bringing him society 
and creature comforts from time to 
time, but dwell there alone he would 
watching a sheep-walk for wealthier 
men; and maybe watching some- 
thing more. For his spirit was filled 
with memory of oid tradition and 
his forbears had there time 
out of mind. He was the last of his 
name and there would he live and 
die. But neither he nor his name 
should go till whatever 


lived 


reason 


assigned to their living in that place 
had been fulfilled. 

You will see the family tree set 
out in many a farmer's kitchen, 
printed and framed against the wall 
and tracing back to the princely 


houses of times before Adam, 
nearly. So old Cystennin had one, 
as long as my arm, and a family 
crest, too, in old books. And the 
erest was the head of a wolf. 

Wolves there were once in these 
parts; and plenty. The men of 
Rome kept packs of hounds to hunt 
and prosecute them. And from 
them our Welsh hounds are said to 
have blood by way of inheritance. 
Which is the best argument I know 
for looking with respect to the 
Roman days that are generally 
praised for works less enlightened. 
And the hunting of the wolf came 
to be taken as a sign of authority 
and responsibility to the people 
living hereabouts who stood in need 
of protection against whatever 
assaulted them from beyond the 
precincts of law and order. Maybe 
Cystennin’s family was a line of 
huntsmen like myself; or it may 
have been something a little more. 
Not he himself could tell. 

The ravening of foxes upon 
sheep is an ineredible activity 
among these moors. It is always to 
the uplands that they run to shake 
off and dispirit the pack. And com. 
plaints came to me of a great fox 
that ravened there more than any; 
and it was grey. 

It was once when I followed the 
line of a familiar fox that I first 
saw the grey for myself. A glimpse, 
no more, of a pelt of black and silver 
and a head that turned grinning on 
the round of a rock-fall; and then 
But my interest was lifted. 
And as it was near Cystennin’s farm- 
house, it was there that I made 
inquiry 

He was sitting alone, smoking 
his pipe, in the porch of the place, 
grey himself and with silver on his 
chin and looking out over the space 
of the sky and the long sea. 

He had often seen the grey fox 
as if its earth was close at hand: 
* And now you have seen him,” said 
he. Asked him, I did, as was proper, 


gone. 
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“Confound it, . 


why no report had come to me, any 
fox being a fox and this one more 
than any. To which he gave no 
answer but let his face fall quiet. 

So I made my dispositions and 
employed my stratagems; and at 
last we had the grey one. A long 
day and a hard run and fierceness at 
the end of it. Three hounds I lost 
following him over the rocks where 
he led them, leaving them to drop 
one after the other a hundred feet 
and more from ledges they could not 
manage. One terrier that went down 
into his earth I have never seen 
again. But at last he was out and 
dead in my arms with teeth still 
showing. 

And I rode back on the cob I 
had for the occasion, the pack limp- 
ing and discussing their wounds 
around me. And it was evening with 
the sun going down over the sea. 
Old Cystennin was seated in his 


Miss Johnson, this is the third time late this week,” 


porch across the moor and I lifted 
up the grey one in my hands to wit- 
neas to him that the thing was over; 
and the sun was touching his face. 

He sat there all night, it seems; 
for in the morning they found him 
dead, and he must have died just as 
I passed his door. 

Now, the truth of it I do not 
know, nor whether the grey fox was 
fox or some other sort of animal, nor 
whether accuracy or otherwise lay 
in old Cystennin’s mind, Yet now 
I can guess why he did not tell me 
of the beast, for though tradition 
and duty must be honoured, there is 
reluctance to see them ended, even 
by due performance, and to say 
farewell to them for ever. Tradition 
and life are much bound together; 
conclusion of the one brings ending 
to the other. And that he knew; 
and died of knowing it. 
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BASEMENT KITCHEN 


OW many women before me 
Have stood at this quaint 
old sink, 
With its rather original waste-pipe 
Made in one continuous kink ¢ 


How many pieces of china ’ 

Have slithered, as mine have ' 
done, 

From that absolute duck of a 
dresser 


Designed like the Cresta Run? 


How mary shivering slavies 
Have jettisoned trays of tea 
On account of this loose-leaf lino 
Which has just torpedoed me! 


How many proud cook-generals 
Have packed up their bags and 
gone— 
And wouldn't I willingly follow 
If Junior's milk wasn't on? 
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“Any substitute will fall 
far short of full enjoyment,” 
writes this smoker from 


VIRGINIA. 


Such praise, from the State where much of the 
World’s finest tobacco leaf is grown, emphasises 
the consistent goodness of BARNEYS Tobacco. 


Merrifield, 
Virginia, U.S.A, 
19th June so. 
Gentlemen, 
1 enclose US. postal note 
tobacco. 
Please ship at your earliest opportunity 
Prompt handling will be appreciated, sine my own delay in 
ordering bas resulted in a low supply, and after greatly enjoying 


to cover shipment of your 


shi em certain any substicute will fal 
far short of full enjoyment. 
Sincerely yours, 


The original letter can be inspected at, and further enquiries 
to, The Barneys Sales Bureau, 24 Holborn, E.C.1 


TO YOUNGER SMOKERS, EVERYWHERE ! 


i of Pipemen have been recommending Barneys to 
other Smokers because of its sheer goodness. Wisely you may follow 
Smokers abroad can arrange for regular personal 
despatches, bond and British Duty Free, in 2 Ib parcels, to many 


Two 


( Barneys and 


(318) % Home Prices 3id. ex. 


John Sinclair Ltd., Manufacturers, Newcastle upon Tyne, Eng. 


Formal Occasions 


For well cut, tailored evening 
wear the man of, discriminating 
taste knows that he can always 
depend upon Harrods. Here, at 
the hands of expert craftsmen, 
he is assured of a traditional 
standard of quality, with the 
knowledge that his individual 
requirements will be skilfully 
recognised and interpreted 


Formal evening dress and the 
now popular double - breasted 
dinner jacket can be made to 
measure—in black or midnight- 
blue barathea with silk facings. 


Bespoke Tailoring, Ground Floor 


MAN’S SHOP 


HARRODS LTD SLOane 1234 KNIGHTSBRIDGE S$ W i 
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COLAS FOR ALL SURFACING joss| 


Drives ond pathways with an ideal surface-—clean, 
dust-free, quick-drying and long-lasting COLAS. COLAS has @ 
thousand uses, it con be laid cold, without skilled tebour or special 

ony weather. 


leve! 


Attractive, natural coloured chippings 
ed for the final coat. And it will lost, unattended, for yeors 


COLAS BM ULSION 


can be uv 


N 


MMAR 


NAAN 


yu thut the COLAS Service Organisation AGENTS EIRE 
for the construction, maintenance & Courts Lid. 85 Merreon Squere, | 
rriageweys, drives, etc Dublin. Telephone No. 66245. 


418 STRAND LONDON W.C.2 * TEMPLE BAR 984) | 


| 


The man who forgot to order an : — 
LDHAPM ANOTHER TUBE GONE 


Sudden calls to replace or repair burnt-out boiler tubes 


are not uncommon, and one of the causes can be scale de- 
The Battery with Power to Spare 7 


posited in the boiler from the water. 


The modern way of 
avoiding scale formation in industrial boilers is by con- 
ditioning the boiler water with Calgon (sodium metaphos- 
phate) one of Albright & Wilson's phosphates. Calgon not 
only prevents the formation of scale in boilers but will keep 
feed pipes and valves clear as well. It will in fact all be 
clear to you if you care to consult Albright & Wilson's 
Technical Service Department. 


ALBRIGHT & WitsON 
CALGON J 


49 PARK LAKE LONDON Tel) GRO. 131! Works: Oldbury & Widnes 


WwW 


iTo DENTON MANCHESTER ESTABLISHED 1865 


end repeir of 4 = 
= SF 
| =~ 
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on the water 


next Summer 


Mote Bot 


‘The best Outboard moter the World” ‘ 


THE BRITISH SEACULL CO. LTD, THE QUAY, POOLE, DORSET POOLE 618 


House of STATE GRPRESS 210 PICCADILLY LONDON, 


in heaps can be picked up 
and loaded at high speed 
and in complete safety 
with the Muir -Hill Loader. 
j or 1 cu. yd. Buckets. 


| the Mi 
BANISTER, 


STRUCTURAL STEELWORK E. BOYDELL & CO. LTD., 75 ELSINORE ROAD, MANCHESTER 16 
RIVETEOR WELDED ANO AT LONDON BIRMINGHAM - AND GLASGOW 


LONDON-82 Vi crore St | MANCHESTER I7-Tratlord Pi BIRMINGHAM 1861/6) Western Ra | 
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| Full Bucket Lifts to 12 feet Empties ot ony | 
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GREYS 


CHAMPION 


Just honest-to-go dness co 


ROLLS-ROYCE 


are supplied with 


” : Plain or cork-tipped, ‘Greys’ will always appeal to 
The World S Favourite those smokers who ask of a cigarette that it shall be 
4 Pleasant and satisfyi 
Sparking Plug ile 


. Tyre — you'll 
Uniess you get to know the new Avon 
know what you're missing in 
oO 
modern high performan read 
but wider and flatter too. Its casing 
not on 
immensely strong with 
ed shoulders and, with the 


care and quality that go into The 
its making, it is undoubtedly 


the finest tyre ever produced 
in this or any other country 


a 

4 

| 
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Chis England... 


Ashridge Park — Herts 


E WHO PLANTS an avenue of trees, cannot, in the nature of things, hope to 
enjoy them in their grandeur— he plants them for England. Much that we have 

and prize to-day comes of that attitude in our fathers. They did not make or build 
“to last their time,” but rather that something worthy should mark their passage 
— their good live after them. We, too, must keep this tradition of the thing well 
made, that our children’s children may be beholden to us. Even in simple matters it 
can be done; are we not beholden to some centuries of careful craft-proud men, 


that such a daily need as Bass (or is yours Worthington) is so superbly filled? 


ISSUED BY BASS AND WORTHINGTON, BURTON-UPON-TRENT, ENGLAND 


4 
ad 
: 
q 


Louk at the mbide., 


Luk at the withide. 


is and refrigerated No bulky 


motor compartment, no unretriger ited 
' 


shelves or lockers 


NEW WALWE / Check the price pe 4 foot ot storage space 


r cur 
with other makes of refrigerator You'll soon realise the true 
value offered by this new Frigidaire 


NEN CONVENIENCE / Compare the features Frigidaire 


Quickube ice trays speci) Meat storage compartment 
vegetable Hydrator large Super Freezer . . . interior light 


OVER 12 MILLION BUILT AND SOLD! 


Made ia Briain by Frigidaire Diviton of Genera Motors 
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YOR Cané. maith. thd NEW Frigidaire 


MORE REFRIGERATED STORAGE 
a” SPACE ~ LESS SIZE Compare 
some new 7 cu. ft. Frigidaire. Check its 
overall size and then look inside Al 
most the entire space within the cabinet 
. 


ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS THE WETER-MISER” 


The simplest cold-making mechanism ever made. Quiet, 
sealed in steel, oiled for life Cuts current costs to the 
bone. Actually uses less current than an 


‘se ordinary light bulb. 


“I BACKED BY S-VEAR WARRANTY 


The Frigidaire “ Meter-Miser is covered 


by a year warranty 


NEW BEAUTY / New stvling mside and out 


. Streamlined, 


finished in gleaming white high-bake enamel lined through- 
out with porcelain true Frigidaire beauty—a refrigerator to be 
proud of ! 


Available through Authorised Frigidaire Dealers, Local Electricity 
Board Sin wrooms and Ma r Depar imentai Store 


401 Edgware Road, ton, NWS Telephone COLindale 6541 
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Ladies and Gentlemen, Rejoyce! 


Spy out the earth for fancies for our feet. 
Joyee (Faie), for fairy foot, for night, for day, 

For Bond Street, Bow or Bognor or the ball, 
Joyce (Bill), more masculinely elegant and gay, 

Come home with pedal gold for one, for all. 


Theirs is no idle trotting of the globe 
For finding out how foreign feet are shod, 
No pleasure-seeking academic probe 
Of how pedestrians variously plod. 
Not sot with drawing-board and crafty eye, 
With secret last and esoteric skill, 
Are new entrancing styles evolved by Faie 
(For women) and (for men) by Bill. 


So shoes emerge, miraculous-devised 
To fit the foot as glove the lily hand 
And call forth coos and raptures of surprised 
Content from one and all who walk or stand. 
Draw then t@°Rby telescope and spy 
The shops, the shipping lists, the mazy emainy ” 
For golden joyees now and by-and-by . . . 
~ For Faie and Bill are at the game again. 


\ 


Write for details of latest joyces to JOY (CALIFORNIA) LTD., Dep 


.P.A. 37-38 OLD BOND 


Whereas the | 

Put forth to grab the goods of Guayaquil 

And called, ln Chip oud. deep, to for gold 

Sa. ES. And comb the creeks from Bantry to Brazil, 
— In lordly liner or im trusty tramp 

To seek the good idea, the wealth of worth, 

In cobbler’s cabin or in crafteman’s camp. 

|) Two such we sing, with gladly lifted voice, 

LONDON. W.t. “Wholesale ontv- 
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What is 
ELEGANCE? 


ELEGANCE is in the mide 
but it is much more than being in fashion. 

It is the look of distinction created by taste . . . 
expressed in attractive ensemble, impeccable grooming, 
a flawless « omple xion 

An Embassy complexion , . , exquisitely i 


smooth, clear, fresh has such 


Subtle and mysterious ...and as perveding surely deserves the greater ( 


we as the Spirit of Christmas itself. care of truly mild 
Embassy Soap made by Peays 
ALSO NOW AVAILABLE 


Embassy ) 
for elegant women! 84d. Soap 
BELLODGIA FLEURS DE ROCAILLE TABAC BLOND NARCISSE NOIR 
LES POIS DE SENTEUR - FRENCH CANCAN EN AVION ACACIOSA( INFINI vv 


Have you flown on the 


EPICUREAN 


Thousands of Slumberlands bought in 


AIR RESTAURANT? % the year women wore hats like this, are 
Best champagne luncheon still luxuriously comfortable but 
between London and Paris. 


new Slumberlands give even greater 
comfort, even longer life because... 


in non-utility Slumberlands now, there is an entirely new type of 
springing — Ortho-flex. It gives a deeper springiness than ever 
before. For the pressure spreads evenly — top, middle and lower 
coils al] take their fair share of weight. No spring gets tired or strained ‘ 
— your mattress lasts years longer. 

And that’s not all! The new cushioning is in real pre-war 
quantity — deep and lush. Ventilation, of course, is automatic. 
And the new tickings! Beautifully hard wearing damasks. Ali 
these are reasons why 


«+ there’s a lifetime of 
better sieep in a 


No extra charge 


& 
AIR FRANCE 


The 4-Engine Service vou cam guy 4 Slumberland Red Seal Mattress for £13.11 . 64. (3 fr) 
All Travel Agents or 52/4 Haymarket, London (WHltehall 0971/8) L18 17.48 (4 ft. 6 ins.) Look for the label, it is your guarantee 
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You will enjoy viewing in 
comfort our fascinating 


display of Christmas gifts 
4!) Burlington Arcade 


PICCADILLY 


FINE CUTLERY - COCKTAIL ACCESSORIES AND 

CABINETS - TOILET BRUSHWARE FOR MEN 

AND WOMEN - QUALITY LEATHER AND FANCY 

GOODS - THE LATEST NOVELTIES IN GREAT 
VARIETY 


Pa’s an Italian quadruped A visit from you will be welcomed whether you buy or 
: not. We are proud of the quality and originality of our 
Ma, French as French can be, goods and delight in showing them. 
But I'm no less a thoroughbred, 


Like VOTRIX Vermouth—see ? | CHARLES CLEMENTS 
VOTRIX Vermouth 


SWEET dottin 5/6 ORY bois rorcies 66 


JAGUAR 


4 
| 
Comfort first | of il CLUSS 


and fast to all Europe 


way to travel... high above th Jy 
acd weather in a luxurious m_p.h., lif 
kim Convairliner — relaxed in perfect WOVWLG 
ease and enjoying the excellent food . 

and drink served free on board, while 

you speed smoothiy and comfortably 

to your destination, This is nice going! 

Nwer still when you remember that all 

departures and arrivals are carefully 

planned for your convenience, your 

baggage is handied for you all the way, 

and all you pay is the fare no extras 

Reservations from all Air Travel 

Agents or ktm Royal Dutch Airlines, 

2024, Sloane Sureet, London, $.W.! 

(Tel. sto MRS) 
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From invention 
to production 


springs and 
presswork 
bridge the gap 


The greet Runcorn to Widoes transporter bridge, with 

its 1000{t. span scross the Mersey and the Manchester | 
| 


- 


= Ship Canel, wos opened in 1905 


The gap which divides the conception of a new idea in engineering practice from its ultimate 
realisation has often been bridged by Terry's research in the field of springs and presswork. 
These components have been developed by Terry's over the last ninety years to perform 
the vital functions required of them in every sort of mechanism from an electric light switch 
to a complex aero engine. Terry's research goes on and is olways at your service. HERBERT TERRY & SONS LIMITED 
REDDITCH, ENGLAND 


Made by for those 
who prefer the American style of blend 


q ny 
GAT 
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MYERS COLD PUNCH 
2 parts Myers 
1 part Orange Squash 
6 drops Lemon Juice and 
2 dashes Bitters per glass 


Shake well with plenty of ice 
and serve in medium size 


glasses with a slice of lemon THE RUM 


| floating on top. 


MATURED AND BOTTLED IN JAMAICA 


travel le Ireland 


We have an excellent stock of ready-to-wear overcoats in | 


a wide range of styles, materials and patterns. 


MOSS BROS 


OF COVENT GARDEN 
THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 


Junction of Garrick and Bedford Streets, London, W.C.2 Temple Bar 4477 


AND BRANCHES 


Fly by comfortable Aer Lingus airliner. From every place on 
this map there are all-year-round frequent flights direct to Dublin 
(except for the Jersey service which operates in Summer only). 
17-day Winter Returns, available any day of the week, save pounds! 
No crowds, queues, tips, luggage-worries. INFORMATION AND 


BOOKINGS from Aer Lingus, British European Airways or your 
local travel agent. 


1RISH AIR LINES 
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NO SLIP-UP 


ON THE 


SLIPWAY 


ANGLO-AMERICAN OIL COMPANY 


RAITTRAY’S TOBACCOS 
OLD GOWRIE 


it is the sure, unhurried touch of craftsmen that destines 
Old Gowrie for the pipes of connoisseurs. Prepared by 
hand in the old-fashioned way from the pure Virginia 
leaf, this benign tobacco is conducive to serenity of mind 
It is admirably suited for those who accept their tobacco 
as one of the substantial pleasures in life 


Or for those who prefer a mixture 
+ RESERVE 
Specifically blended for the man whose pipe is his constant 
companion. Rattray's 7 Reserve affords a satisfaction that 
is never dulled. Seven Virginian and Oriental tobaccos, 
meticulously chosen, combine their individual sublictics 


to endow this richly mellow mixture with its piquancy, 
fragrance and mimitable character. 


A cauttomer writes from 
Uttoxeter — 

“I extend my very best 
totshes to vou and your staff 
and send many thanks for 
your continued courtesy and 
; last, but not least, 
for the wmperlative quality 
of your tobacco.” 


London — 

“In ashing you to wnd 
me another pound af 7 
Reserve | look forward ta 
much please. Net a little 
of that pleasure ism watching 
my especial friends enjoying 
your excelicnt tobacco.” 


writes from 


To be obtained ONLY from 
CHARLES RATTRAY 
Tobacco Blender, PERTH, SCOTLAND 

Price TS- per Pest Paid. Send 19% for sample quarter-pound tin, Post Free 


LIMITED, 


Captains of industry can't afford to let things 
slide these days. Especially when Esso can do so much 
to make it all plain sailing. 

Apart from greasing a thousand slips, Esso produces a 
complete range of Industrial Lubricants and, what's more, 
Esso Lubrication experts will visit factones anywhere in the 
U.K. to advise free-of-charge on lubrication problems. 


It pays to say 


INDUSTRIAL LUBRICANTS 


QUEEN ANNE'S GATE, LONDON, S.W.! 


Bettenste ormance 


HERE'S THE PROOF! 

In 1950 Lodge plugs have been 
fitted by the winners of over 
International motor races, 
meluding 21 Grand Prix, thus 
maintaining Lodge supremacy. 


The most important part of a 
sparking plug ts its msulator and 
“SINTOX.” the World's finest 
insulator, is exciusive to Lodge 
~ALL LODGE PLUGS, 
INCLUDING RACING AND 
AIRCRAFT ‘TYPES, HAVE 
THIS FEATURE 


Phage Lia, Ragiry, 
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BRIGHT STEEL BARS 


HALESOWEN STEEL 


HALESOWEN, NR. BIRMINGHAM 


STREET 
Lorpos, 


CHATHAM OF. 
I, 


HARD TO FIND 


re Vantella Shirts 
in coat style) 
to match 


Van Heusen Collars 
Cotella Lid., Oxford St., W.1 


Will YOU be a Friend 
of the Church Army? 


For nearly 70 years the Church 

rmy ministered to the 
a and social needs of 
all classes and all ages... 
a work made ——_ by the 
kindly thoughtfulness of people 
of goodwill, Please send your 
Gift to the Rew. B. Wilson 
Carhile, General Secretary, The 
Church Army, 3S Bryanston 
Street, London, W.1 


It’s not necessarily much | 
you cat, but just as likely w/e 
you cat, that brings on indigestion ; 
hurried meals and worry are other 
causes. 150 years ago “Dr 
Jenner's” won 
world fame for 
the speedy relief 
of indigestion. 


The stress of modern life and dict 
restrictions make the need for 
“Dr. Jenner's Absorbent 
ges” equally great to-day. Prices 
49 from Chemists, or 
add ress below 
Send a post- 
card for Free 
Sample in Case 


& 


AASAY 
for Indigestion 
Savory & Moore Led., 71, St. James's Street, London, $.W.1 


HILL THOMSON & CO.LTO. | 
Sst. 1793 


Holders of Koya! Appomtment to 
success.ve Sovereigns since 


E.Y.. 


PORTABLE PARAFFIN PRESSURE 


RADIATORS 


—— 


COMPLETE 
TILLEY RADIATORS in the home mean there are no more 
“cold spots.” The model illustrated (R.46) burns — 2 pints 
of 8 hours’ comfortable warmth and is easily carried 
Why not to see the TILLEY range at your Local lronmonger” 


THE TULEY LAMP COMPANY LTD., 15 SACKVILLE STREET, W.1. 


SKIRT 


| tapering off so 


tingle material 
| ever the hips. 


in a variety 


| Stockists everywhere 


(107 NEw 
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NEW IMPROVED 


GOR-RAY... 


Koneray 


Here it is, for the 
first time since the 


carly war years... 
populer - priced 
“KONERAY"™, right at 
the tip of fashion ... 
with those perman- 
sed all-round pleas @ 


iatriguingly into 
sheath-ficting 


How 
stenderising' 


of all-woel cloths 
by GOR-RAY 


price 48/9 


GOR-RAY.... 
Skirts one bedler! 


GOR-RAY LIMITED 
BOND STREET, 


PARKE-DAVIS PRODUCT 


tm 
QUEENANNE 
Scotch Wuisky | 
| | men 
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IDRIS (and no other) i$ THE 
SHIPMATE FOR ME 


Two Bootee models with warm IT’S REALLY DELICIOUS! 
fleecy lining. Styled by Swan for 


winter wear, and fashioned by fine Note the bottle, Taste its contents. Isn't Idris a grand 

drink’? So fruity and appetising, so wholesome and 

craftsmen. Swan Shoes are sold refreshing. Don't be put off with an ordinary squash 

at the better shoe shops and stores i insist on that outstanding quality you get in Idris. | 


throughout the United Kingdom. 
TRY FASTE THE DIFFERENCE 


IDRIS 


THE QUALITY SOFT DRINK fount, 
COR ANCE GRAPE PRA BOTTI: 


Tor men's shoes by Caocxerr & JONES LID... NORTHAMPTON ask for Health Brand 


cate 


LADY MARY BLANGER 


talks about entertaining 


ADY MARY BLANGER'S howse in St. Tohn's 
Wood is filled with exquisite pieces of period 
furniture and fine china, Indeed, collecting 
Dresden china is her hobby, Lady Mary loves 
to entertain, preferring small dinner parties of 
six toeight people, She likes to do part of the 
cooking herself, and French sauces are her 
speciality. For a final course, cheese is her 
choice, with which she finds Meredith & 
Drew biscuits the best accompaniment— 
as they are for her whole pattern of gracious b 
Elevenses are served living’ 
in Lady Mary's morning 
room—on Dresden china, 
of course, with Meredith & 
Drew biscuits. Lady Mary 
is not the only M & D fan 
in the house. Her small 
daughters, Brigitte and 
Bibi, are always clamour- 


- so much better 


PLAYER'S 
dhe Quality Cigarette 


ing for M& Dbiscuits. 
} give the children all I can,” 
Lady Mary, ““for these 
| biscuits are such whole 


some food.” She serves 
M & D biscuits for grown- 
up occasions ta»— they 
make a perfect base for 
snacks. You will ind M & 
D biscuits finer, more de- 
hetous. Try them, today 


MEREDITH 


& DREW 
Mé&D siscuits 


Gwar | 
Shoes 
DL, 167 
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“TOP OTHE WORLD" LAMPORT & HOLT LINE 
and very much more ~— 


can all be yours 


BUXTON 


Derbyshire’s 
( Mountain Spa 


and 


THE PALACE HOTEL 
is unique for 
Motor Holidays 
CONFERENCES 
CELEBRATIONS 


J. J. HEWLETT, Mg. Dir. | 


Tel.: BUXTON 2000 


SMEDLEY’S HYDRO 
MATLOCK 


in Picturesque Derbyshire 

A restful home, where medical 
care is available, as desired. 

Over 10 acres of beautiful grounds 
providing for Tennis, Bowls, 
Croquet, etc., also a full rane of 
indoor games. 

ideal for holiday or convalescence. 


> pees terms for lengthy periods 
of residence. 


becomes reality 


PALACE HOTEL 
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TO 
SOUTH AMERICA 


Reguiar Cargo and Passenger Service trom 


LIVERPOOL, GLASGOW, LONDON 
AND MIDDLESBROUGH TO 


BRAZIL & RIVER PLATE 


between NEW YORK, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE and 
ANTWERP, ERAZIL and RIVER PLATE 


fer pertcuiors apply 
LAMPORT & HOLT LINE LTD. 
Royse! Liver Euiicing, Liverpoot, 3 (Tel: 5650) 
Grecechurch Strect, London £.C.3 (Te Menton Mouse 
@ Agents 


A Bich Reyal Sherry— Amontilinds or Nutty Brown- 
at twanty shillings bettie from your Wine Mershant 


Buy Royal Decree 


liz 


THE WORLD’S 
GREATEST 
BOOKSHOP 


Stock of 3 
million 
volumes 


New, secondhand 
and rare Books on 
every subject 


We BUY Books, too 


Foyles NEW Record Dep. 
Columbia, Parlophone 
and ail other makes 


CHARING CROSS ROAD 
LONDON WC2 
Gerrard $660 (16 lines) 

Open 9-6 (inc. Sats.) 


DR. BARNARDO’S HOMES 
Still dependent on Public Support 
Please be father 
Christmas toa 
licche child in these 
Christian Homes 
CHRISTMAS 
cirTs 
will be war mily wel- 
comed in support 
of our 7,000 boys 
and girts. 


will buy one child's 
food for Sve days. 


Chee 


ue feromsed) 
Barnardo's 


vahle De 


Homes dddvessed 4 Barnards 
House, Causeway, London, 


BURMA CHEROO 
of the East? 


GREENS LTD 
Wine & Cigar Merchanes 
37 & Roya! Exchange, London, | 
May we send our tatest Catalogue! 


62 Pall Mall, Londen, 


Old Scotch Whisky 
QUALITY UNSURPASSED 


Max. Retail Prices as fixed by the 
Scotch Whisky Assn. 33/4 per Bottle 
& 17'S per Hailf-Bottie. 


TWE DISTILLERS AGENCY LIMITED | EDINBURGH 


| 
| 
| 
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| Jarvis, Halliday & Co. Lid. MAC  — & aie ‘ 
Trial Bex of 26 | 
| 
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Mit Sem, Brant of The 'mperial Ce 
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‘A MAN MAY PLY AT 600 M.P.H.” said the Vicar, 
‘but when it comes to smoking he goes for the 
slowiest, laziest tobacco of all—THREE NUNS.’ 


ORIGINAL BLEND EMPIRE BLEND 


Greet & 1d, Clagee 


Nation-Wide Distribution 


This is the Housemark of Whitbread, whose beers have been 
famous for over 200 years. 

These beers are brewed from the finest barley and hops, 
bottled solely by Whitbread, and distributed from their 4, 
depots placed in key centres throughout the country, 

The combination of nation wide distribution and close super 
vision ensures that your Whitbread reaches you in perfect 
condition, wherever you may be. 


PERFECT BREWING 
PERFECT BOTTLING 


by WHITBREAD 


Try some to-day. 


How full 
is ‘FULL’? 


No half-measures with Swan 44-—the bus.ness- 
like pen ! The exclusive filling device at the 
top of the pen squeeges the ink-sac thoro ly 
So a fill of ink is a full-fill every time ! And 
this Swan hasa greater ink-capacity than any 


similar pen has ever had before! 


48/11 / 


inchucing tax 


The business-like pen 


Ash yo Stationers Jeweller 


MABIF, & CO. LTD 
SWAN HOUSER, WHITRY AVENUE, PARK BOVAL, NW le 
AND 3 EXCHANGE STRERT. MANCHESTER, 


steel for strength 


Revision of floor space to multiply rooms is easy and 
speedy with Constructors partitions. The sections (o/ 
varying sizes) are fixed in a matter of minutes and stay 
put with roc«-like stability. 


Pease write for catalogue No, PA/NP. 


CONSTRUCTORS 


EQUIPMZNT FOR OrfiCe AND FACTORY 


Tet. EAE 1616 
PAA (lade 3074 
170 


Tyburn Road 
289 Bury Now Road. Tel 


| 
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The new T.D. Midget incorporates many 
important plus features and reaches a new 


high standard of comfort and road- 
worthiness. Here is a car with all the 
liveliness and distinctive character of 
its famous predecessors. A car with 


a mission... touphold and 


further the MG tradition 


of Safety 


WORKS 
Tas 


Fast! 
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coil spring 


independent 
wheel suspension. The = 
Midget rides smoothl; - 
the road at high speeds. rtm 
and pot-holes are woned out. 


front- 


extra body-width for ereater ) 
comfort, combined with sturdier 
general construction. This new 
model is tougher, more rugged 
than us predecessors. 


Luvax Gurling hydraulic piston- 
type shock absorbers, Enable 
car to cruase comfortably main- 
taining high average speeds over 
short and long journeys. ai 


newly designed Lockheed hy- ) 
lraulie brakes on all 
wheels, Even more powerful 
braking is part of the MG 
tradition of Safety Fast. - 


and-pinion type steering. This 
gives an unusually light yet 
positive touch which is entirely 
free from vibration. 


the latest direct-acting Th 


THE MG CAR COMPANY LIMITED, SALES DIVISION, COWLEY, OXFORD 


Overseas Business: Nuffield Exports Lid.. Oxford aud 4! Piccadilly, London, W1 
London Showrooms: University Motors Ltd., Stratton House, Piccadilly, 


Filla Sparklets Syphon 
with water, “charge” it with a 
Bulb and instantly a 
of fresh resty* ‘soda™ is yours! 
ou're never without “soda” with 
a Sparkiets Syphon—refilling takes 
only a few moments. Distinctive... 
handsome . .. in Chromium with red, 
reen or black relief, or in Siiver- 
rey with red or green retiel, the 
Streamline model harmonizes with 
any surroundings. 
Price complete with Drip Tray 74/9d. 


Ask your chemist or stores for particulars 
or write for illustrated leoflet to Dept. B2 
SPARKLETS LTO LONDON 


| 


| 


aMINGH AM 


Griple Grown Port 


is a delightful full-bodied port 
produced by 


the people who 
made port famous. 


gs 
ay 
q a” | 
Re You start with something extra \ 17/6 
| | due 
4\¢ 
car 
| | 1 
: 
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BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS CORPORATION AND BRITISH EUROPEAN AIRWAYS 
offer services to and from nearly 70 countries 


cigar for the best days,” Don 
Garcias are wrapped with the 
finest \eat (sce label on 
box) and made tn five sizes. 
boxes ot 25 andsmaller packings. 


DON GARCIA 


un obtammng Don Garaas write to Don Garcia 
4 Square, London, W.C.1 for name of 
nearest suppher. 


These are well- 


which 


in one small neat stack 


The model shown is RP 17 (canvas) 
There are many different designs in strong, 
but light, tubular steel, ether chromium 
plated or rust proofed and stove enamelied. 


NEST 


MADE BY PEL LTD - 


behaved chairs 


are easily put away and 


OLDBURY - BIRMINGHAM 


A @ COMPANY 


Sho 15 Place, W.1 


Tieerils oh abe 


d ~ i 
q 
| 
Q fine Cigar 
Widely known as “the first i] 
3 


place fot a 
KROPP 


A Kropp o”° the morning shave is 


something you have to experience to appreciate 
Cleaner, smoother and closer, with never a trace of scratching 
| scraping of soreness~-and for 15/2 (inc. tax) you can enjoy such shaves | 


for the rest of your days. Worth it, isn't it? Every Kropp is hand | 
_ forged from finest Sheffield Steel. Send 2)d. stamp for brochure 160. 


Knopp - Zhe Aaget fot perfecl share 


GARRETT & LTD... 51-55 FRITH STREET, LONDON, W.! 


with a dash 
of Angostura 
aromatic 
bitters 


ANGOSTURA 
(Or. 3. Stegert & Sons) LIMITED 
Pert-ct-Seain, Trinidad, 6.W.1 


Due to unport 

tow of hes« 

Vroteoted Preceston Watcher 

are avadebbe, but is well worth 

while perfe.t gift a 


W.H.SMITH & SON 


BRANCHES THROUGHOUT ENGLAND AND WALES 


No. 121 BC 
Stainless 
steel Cane 
on cord, 15 jewels 
viivered dis! tulty queramtecd, £20.5.6 


ans 
PTERNA 
MATIC 


Ne. | 
Maitwess 
Cane, heather et rag 
peowels, waterproot, ceil | 
windy, bard, cia | 
tully guaranteed. dist and tans, | 
a29.10.0. 625.15.9 


Sete Dutritaten for Great Brite 
Neovthern (VW holesaic omty) 


“ig andy 


AFTER (00 YEARS, IN GREATER OEMAND THAN 


Glasgow Manchester Birmingham Leeds 
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LIFE-BOAT FACTS 


LIVES SAVED 
Over 75,000 lives have been saved 
since the | ife-boat Service was cstab- 
lished in 1824. An 


The Duke of Montrose, K.T., 
CV.0., V.D., Treasurer. 


Cel. A. D. Burnett Brown, 
M.A., Seeretary. 


L2G, intn ner 


66.KENSiINGTON 
CHURCH STREET Zo 
LONDON, W B «gp? 


| Ven t-Axia 
for Better Air 
Conditions 


e 
st 
we 


COMMERCE 


Simplest 
form of controlled nibs 
ventilation 


VENT-AXIA LTO. 
9, VICTORIA ST. S.W.1. ABBey 644! (7 lines) 


DRAWING 
PENCILS 


CUMBERLAND 
PENCIL CO LTO 


axxviis 
| Be Surprised | Qe | 
| flavour 
it's 
‘ano | 
| 
find me | BNIERSTEINER. | 
These watches 
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when the joinery is 
by BOULTON AND PAUL 
-e-it’s a first class job 


STEEL CONWTRUCTION WOODWORKING 


WIRE FENCING GATES REFRIGERATORG 


NORWICH LONDON 


£6.9:3:5 


FOR YOU AT AGE 55 


Suppose, for example, you are not over 
45, this is how the plan w.ll help you—fer 
women the benefits are slightly different 
You make agreed monthly, quarterly, or 
yearly payments to the Sun Life of Canada 

and at $5 you will receive £6,933 plus 
accumulated dividends—or £400 a year 
for life and accurmulated dividends. If 
you are over 45, the benefits arc available 
at tater age 


£5,000 Por Your Pamily. 
Whulst building up thus retirement fund 


ot pension your family is provided for. 
Should you not live to age 55 your- 


self your family would receive £5,000 
even if you had made only one payment 
under the plan 
Income Tax Saved. 

Income tax pavers are entitled to the 
approprnate allowance of tax applicable to 
premums ped under thie plan. 


Over 1,000,000 Men and Women. 


Over 1,000,000 men and women in al. 
parts of the world are providing for them- 
selves or ther famubes under pohcaes wsued 


by the Sun Life Assurance Company of 
Canada for sums assured of £1,037,500,000. 


By filling up and sending the enquiry form (postage 1d. if un- 
sealed) you can obtain details suited to your personal require- 
ments. The plan can be modified to fit savings large or small 
and the proportionate cash or pension can in most cases 
commence at 50, 55,60 0r65. It also applies to sons and daughters 
who would greatly benefit by starting now. 


any obhgation. 


NAME 
(Mr., Mrs., or Mews 


ADDRESS 


Occupation 


To M. MACAULAY (General Manager for British Isies) 


SUN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. OF CANADA 
20, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur St., London, $.W.1, 


1 should ike to know more shout your plan, as advertised, without incurring 


Fixact dete of birth 
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XXNIX 


There's more 


RED HEART 
in the shoyas 


Tails up! After ten years of “ Sorry, old chap, no RED HEART” 
you can now give your dog his favourite meal. Increased supplies 
of Red Heart in the new 4-Ib. can are now available—the good 

= news for which dog-owners everywhere 
have been waiting. Now you can look 
your pal in the eye because you 
are doing him proud. Now at 
last you can give him the food 
he NEEDS, rich in red 
meat, cereals, vitamins and cod~- 
liver oil, at least eight ounces of 
delicious and nourishing food for 9d 
For dogs of all breeds. 


Ready w serve, from Peat 
Shopr, Grocers and Chemicts d 


HEART 
DOG FOOD 


ya) meaty meal in a moment / 


A PRODUCT OF JOHN MORRELL & CO. LTD., LIVERPOOL AND LONDON 


Have you heard 7 
4 
53 
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Belfast Ginger Ale 


Also Ross’s Soda Water, Indian Tonic, 
Lemonade—as good as Ross’s Ginger Ale 


Sf ili 
CREMONA 


good 
TOFFEE 


¢, 
Swiss ™ 
PROCESS CHOCOLATE 


famous since 1826/ 
di 
SUCHA RD CHOCOLATE LTD., LONDON, 


BATHROOM 


You can depend on this Liberty model 
for long, hard wear and 

very complete satisfaction. It is as 
comfortable as it is good looking. 
Beautifully made and perfectly finished 
in a lovely tan sports calf. 

A shoe with which to face the rigours 
of winter. Sizes 


LiST FREE FROM 


LIBERTY SHOES LTD., LEICESTER (FCO LIVERPOOL 3 


Book T 


Rooks are the best of all Christmas gifts. If in doubt, 
give Book Tokens and let your friends choose for them- 
selves. Five new designs this season, 


Se Te. Gd. 108. Od. 128, 6d. Ble. plus 4d. service fee 


WGlendenning & Sons Ltd. 
‘Newcastle upon Tyne 6 


—_— 
| 
dl 
| 
AY 
¢ Sole 


The Creda Halo iron and new electric kettle 

are the ideal gifts, not only for Christmas but 

at any time. Useful in purpose, they are a 
real pleasure to look at 


-the tron with the headlight 


Extra hot toe 
Comfortable handle 


television 


Price 45 - (ne purchose tax) 


Automatic-temperature control 


No interference with radio or 


erectrickettle 
lovely to look at, delight{ul to 


use 

Quick boiling 

Pertectly balanced handle that 
makes it easy to fill, easy to pour 
Vents direct steam away from 
hand 

Automatically switches itself off 
if boiled dry 

Price 70/- (no purchase tox) 


MADE BY THE HOUSE OF SIMPLEX 


The Original 
{Extract of BERR 


One 
pound of 
LEMCO contains 
the concentrated 


juices of over 


30 pounds of 
prime beef. 


Simplex Electric Co Ltd Oldbury Birmingham & Branches ® COMPAN 


| 


ad 


Palmers 
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AA AA 


AAA AAA AAA 


Li 
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Controlling a Hornby-Dublo Train by 
a single lever from the lineside is almost 
as thrilling as driving a real train. With 
Hornby-Dublo Locomotives, Rolling 
Stock and Accessories, a Railway can be 


planned on a good-sized table. 
HORNBY 


DUBL 


ELECTRIC TRAINS 


Driving his 
own train! 


MADE !N ENGLAND BY MECCANO LIMITED 


Keep Your Nails Clean, 


and Hands Well Groomed! 


Perox Chior is the Magic Nail Cleaner and Hand Beautifier e 
Tt takes out the dirt, makes the tips Ivory White and leaves 6 
the hands SOFT, WHITE AND FRAGRANT. 


Your nails and hands will always look well groomed when 
wing ths NEW SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT, NO 
MESS'! NO BOTHER!! Just squeeze a little on your 
nail brash and shampoo your nails wnd hands. Presto 
Your natls and hands become immaculate immediately. 


Thousands wee Perox Chior every day Aad what 


Miniature of the Windak Gol! Biouse-- | it is to surgeons, doctors, gardeners, motorists, 


SCHOOLS 
‘ howsewives, typists, nurses, sailors, soldiers, airmen, 
in fact just Wke Dad's and Mum's. As farmers and many more besides Ry 
j 
Zipped front, elastic waist, made in From all Chemists and Stores. In tubes and jars. 
Popuda, which is rain repellent, wind- 


{ and hable. Available in four- *® ouR GUARANTEE. We guarantee that Peros-Chior 


WINDAK 


ts made from materials sctected as being the best of thew 


teen lovely colours from all leading sine 7" kind, processed in an onginal manner and designed two ENGimte® 
¢/ produce ap article of outstanding merit, It is guaranteed 
outfitters. keep in good condition enti used and may be stored in 
Junior is | | & 
Priced at 
3 srox- Chl 
\ 
WASHABLE! 6 S| Perox-Chlor 
in cose of difficulty please | KEENES LABORATORIES LIMITED, NEWCASTLE-ON. TYNE, 
write for nome of nearest | 
stock sst. 
WINDAK WOODSIDE - POYNTON - CHESHIRE | of 
‘= SCHOO. BO swere POSTMAN hel Lawvea 


7 
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Children are happiest in 


‘Dayella 


IF IT SHRINKS WE REPLACE 


Made by the makers of ‘VIYELLA’ and ‘CLYDELLA’ 


3 
ve 
‘|= DAYS 
| WOU NOTTINGHAM 
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TALE OF TWO FORTIES 


There’s a world of difference between New Zealand and Britain on the map — but nor on 
the subject of cars. In the land of the Roaring Forties the A4o’s ability to go like a breeze 
is well-known. Its vivacious performance, its big-car comfort and low running costs make it 


one of the most rewarding exports Britain has ever produced. 


A U Ss T i N —you can depend on it? 


shed by them weekly with one additional 
November 2). 


. Ae I st 15-32. Place, M Pleasant. W.C.1. and put 
2 


